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M A D A M, 


IF  I had  only  confiderfd  in  Y our  Grace 
thole  fhining  Vertues,  thole  Uluflri- 
ous  Qualities,  which  Command  De- 
votion equally  from  all  Men,  I fhbuld 
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not  have  Prefum’d  to  approach  you  with 
a Prefent  fo  Unworthy  of  Y our  Graces 
Acceptance  : But  M adam,  ’tis  neither 
Thefe  nor  the  Delightful  Contemplation 
of  the  Perfed  Beauty,  which  makes  you 
the  Ornament  of  the  Fairefl  Court  in  the 
World,  that  incourag’d  me  in  this  Ad- 
drefs.  ’Tis  the  "jfranfcendent  Goodnefs  of 
Your  Nature,  and  Your  Judgment,  the 
Humanity  with  which  you  receive  the 
meaneft  of  your  Servants,  and  Your  Un- 
w.earid  Inclination  to  do  Good,  that 
Tempted  me  to  put  forth  this  P o e m,  un- 
der your  Graces  Patronage,  and  Juftifie 
my  Ambition  to  pleaje  You. 


The  Approbation  of  the  Great  and 
the  Fair,  is  the  moft  Charming  Reward 
a P o e t can  pretend  to,  and  that  Geni- 
us 


Epiftle  Dedicatory,  v 


us  muft  certainly  be  very  Cold,  who  is 
not  to  be  fir'd  by  fuch  Applaufe.  Yet 
Beauty  and  Quality,  with  all  the  high 
Advantages  which  wait  on  them  are 
not  Infallible  ; and  without  your  Graces 
Difcernment,  a Man  cannot  be  fure  that 
the  Praife  he  receives  from  the  Faireft  and 
the  Gfeateft  will  be  Lafting. 

I know  Madam,  with  what  Refped 
and  Awe  I ought  to  appear  before  Y ou, 
and  that  fhoc  You  are  the  beft  Patronels 
of  Wit,  and  the  Mules,  yet  none  of 
their  Effe&s  can  Efcape  Your  Penetra- 
tion, and  the  Delicacy  of  Your  Taft  ; 
However  I car/t  fear  fo  much  from 
the  Severity  of  Your  Judgment  as  I 
Hope  from  the  Excellent  Swcetnefs  of 
Your  Temper,  which  will  always  in- 
cline 


vi  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

cline  You  to  Excufe,  or  Forgive 
what  You  cannot  Commend,  or  Ap- 


} j c y ( j . ’ j i / * l.o  j.  „ I j w j * t * 

Great  are  the  Difad  vantages  the 
Stage  lies  under,  from  the  Chara&er 
which  has  been  Induftrioufly  given  it  of 
Licentious  and  Corrupt  ; Fools  and  Hy- 
pocrites have  always  a Party  ftrong  e- 
nough  to  hurt  what  offends  them,  and 
Folly,  and  Falfe  Zeal  have  fuffercd  too 
much  by  the  Theatres  to  look  on  them  with 
Plealure.  To  whom  ihould  the  Mules 
Fly  lor  Succour  in  their  Diftrels,  but 
to  thole  ivhole  Unqueftion{d  Honour 
will  defend  cem  from  the  AlTaults  of 
Mallice  and  Slander.  No  Intereft  can 
be  mere  Serviceable  to  them  than  Your 
Graces,  Your  Name  will  lirike  their 


vii  Epiftie  Dedicatory. 


Enemies  Dumb,  and  reflore  the  Drama 
to  its  drft  Reputation which  gives 
the  mod:  Celebrated  School  of  Vertue, 
and  as  fuch  Maintaincd  apd  Cher- 
riflfd  by  the  Wife  I Rate  of  Atbenf. 
Who  will  dare  to  Affront  what  You 
are  pleascd  to  Protect  ? W ho  think  that 
Entertainment  dangerous  in  which  the 
mod  Vertuous  are  Delighted,  and 
why  fhould  the  Stage  be  Apprehen- 
five  of  its  Fate,  when  Your  Grace  fo 
Generoudy  appears  to  fupport  it. 

. jM 

cTis  the  Hope  of  all  who  wifh 
we1!  to  the  Art,  that  "twill  in  time 
Produce  fomething  more  Worthy  Your 
Graces  Encouragement,  that  the  good 
Days  of  Farce  and  Buffoonry,  A diver- 
lion  fit  only  for  the  Rabble,  are  over, 

and 
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This  MADAM , is  the  Hearty  Wifh 
of  Thoufandsj  whom  Your  Goodnefs 
has  Obligcd  and  of  none  with  more  Zcal_, 
and  Sincerity  than  of 


D A M, 


lour  Grates, 

Moft  tdmnbky 
ivfoft  Demoted,  and 
raojl  Qbedtent  SeryakL 

].  OMmixon*. 


PROLOGUE- 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Poml, 

Since  Farce  and  Fuflian  cou'd  fo  often  pleafe  ye 
The  Task,  we  fancy'd,  wiu'd  for  us  be  eafy. 
We  thought  we  might , as  well  as  others , Flit ; 

For  ev'ry  thing  of  late  fucceeds  but  Wit. 

A few  Loofe  Characters,  a Lucky  Name 
Brings  a full  Houfe , and  gets  the  Foet  Fame. 
yj)id  he  that  has  the  art  to  fill  the  Fit, 

With  us  [hall  ever  be  the  topping  Wit : 
i 'for  will  we  think  the  Criticks  Judgement  true, 

Or  that's  irregular  which  pleajes  you. 

P ure  Envy  makes  'em  talk  of  want  of  Byde, 
yls  if  a man  cou'd  take  and  be  a fool. 

'Tis  fine  I Faith,  and  they  as  well  may  fay 
The  Sparks  who  write  and  you  who  fee  the  Flay 
jind  we  that  aSl,  and  all  are  Sots  but  they. 

Civil  ye  fad — but  to  revenge  their  Spite, 

We're  wife  enough  to  damn  'em  when  they  yvrite. 
T ho'  this , among  our  f elves , we  may  confefs 
Some  Grievances,  'tis  time  ive  fhou'd  redrefs. 

Our  Houjes  thin  apace , our  Wares  lie  dead 
jind  Fuflian  quite,  or  Farce  has  Jpoilt  the  Trade . 
When  Cafh  comes  fiort  and  we  begin  to  pinch 
Up  goes  the  Boy,  the  Ladder-dance,  and  Clinch. 


PROLOGUE 

Wide  Folio  'Bills  on  ev\ y P oft  we  place 
And  huge  RED  LETTERS  flare  you  in  the  Face , 
We  Cram  the  Coffee -Tioujes  with  our  Notes 
As  Quacb  for  Cullies , and  as  Cuts  for  Votes . 

Gyants , half  men , all  Monflers  we  have  fhewn 

And  raif'd  the  P rice  from  Fence  to  Half  a Crown, 
Yet  Jure  fome  other  way  we  may  deVtfe  » 

To  pkafe,  and  grow  as  rich , and  you  as  wife. 
Suppole , Our  Bards  to  Jhew  they  ever  thought 
For  (fhange ; Were  now  allow'd  to  think  and  plot. 

Nor  Sound  for  Senfe  nor  Whymfy  pafl  for  Wit 
For  Wickerly  there  thus,  nor  Otway  writ. 

Hold You're  prepar'd  to  cry  out  in  a rage 

Wee'l  have  no  Reformation  of  the  Stage. 

Your  pardon.  Sirs , pray  don't  he  in  a Fright, 
Whate're  we  do,  wee'l  not  begin  too  night. 


The 


Governour  of  CyptUs,  6cc, 


ACT  the  I. 

Scene  a Garden  ; Lucinda  lying  on  a Bank  of  Flow- 
ers, a Grove  near  it  ; after  the  Song  is  over, 
Zarma,  and  She  come  forward. 

SONG. 

I. 

When  Sylvia  turn  to  Woods  *%>d  Groves, 

And  Weep  alone , and  Sighs , 

What  ere  She  fays,  1 fear  She  Loves , 

And  thus  1 would  Advije . 

2. 

If  Sylvia//  Belov' cL,  Enjoy 

Nor  let  the  Touth  grow  Cold  *, 

While  Youngs  itls  Foolijh  to  be  Coy ; 

Yen' l think  fo  when  you  re  Old . 

3- 

Your  Sighs  and  Tears  w ill  never  do; 

Or  Love  Him ? or  Defpife  : 

He'll  foon  be  weary  to  Purfue 

7 he  Nymph  that  always  flies . 

Lucinda,  Eafe  Zjrma.  Ceafe  to  Charm  me  with  a Song ; 
\^j  Tis  not  in  Mufick  to  relieve  my  Cares, 

Such  Griefs  as  mine  are  Deaf  to  ev*ry  Voice, 

Which  calks  of  Comfort,  or  wou’d  fboth  Defpair. 

h Oh! 


( * ) 

Oh  ! That  the  Winds  had  hurl’d  me  in  the  Deep, 
My  /honour  then  had  been  fecure  in  Death,. 

And  I had  never  dreamt  of  Love  or  Shame. 

Zjrma,  Your  Honour  in  your  Brotheris  fecure. 

Your  Willies  in/^/m^’sFriend(hip  Bldx  ; 
TheWinds  you  blame,  are  wafting  4em  to  Cyprus, 
And  you  will  foo n embrace  ‘era  and  befafe. 

Lucin.  Oh  never,  never,  ’tis  but  now  I heard 
From  lffamema  of  her  Husbands  Fate:* 

She  told- me;  how,  with  Tears,  or  with  Concern, 
With  Groans,  with  Horror,  or  in  bitter  Woe  ? 
Did  her  Eyes  Glow  with  Sorrow,  or  with  Joy  f 
Zjrm.  Her  Husband  too  ? 

Lucin.  What  means  this  Sudden  Start  ? 

Thou  art  no  ftranger  to  Ph'orJ/inors  Crimes 
Few  Days  are  paft  fince  I beheld  his  Wife, 

Young,  Healthy,  Fair  and  Loving  as  a Bride; 
Who  now  Lies  bury’d  in  her  SilenfTomb, 

And  whom  She  CheriflYd  moil,  uiurps  her  Bed. 
Zjrm.  Too  well  I Lov’d  her,  and  was  Lov'd  too  well, 

Or  not  to  know,  or  to  forget  her  Wrongs  ; 

Lucin  Say  then,  thothou  perhaps  art  of  their  Plots, 

A Spy  upon  my  Actions  and  my  Grief, 

With  thy  falfe  piety  to  provoke  my  Rage, 

And  fit  me  for  their  furore  deeds  of  Murder. 

Say  by  whole  Hands^toy  Generous  Miftrefsfell. 
Zjrm.  W-hv  vvirhthofe  doubts  will  you  ericreafe  my  torment? 
Why  with  thofe  hard  fofpicipn-s  rack  my  Soul? 
Could  my  Hearts  Blood  have'fe'rv’d  her  when  alive, 
O’*  could  I with  my  Life  revenge  her  Head, 

How  freely  would  I Bleed  ? 

L vein.  Thy  honeft  Tears  Convince  me  of  thy  Faith. 

Oh  thou  who  vilely  haft  abus'd  thy  Name,, 

Thou  ftain  of  FriendfhipjGratitude  and  Honour, 
How  can  thy  Soul  cqnlefrt  to  jtafVe  of  Joy, 
Whilerhy  Friend  fcarce  is  in  her  Marble  Cold! 

Zjrma* 


( J > 

ZjrmA*  When  firft  I Taw  Phorfano  Lov'd  this  Fair, 

I watched  his  every  glance,  obferv'd  'em  both; 
O'er  heard  his  Prooufes  and  Guilty  Vows, 

Informed  Emilia , file  in  Tears  Complain’d 
Of  what  my  Lord  with  horrid  Oaths  Denycd. 

We  who  attended  were  Commanded  forth; 

^nd  when  to  help  him  were  recal'd,  Oh  Cruelty  ! 
We  found  her  Dying  in  his  perjur'd  Arms. 
hue.  Accurft  Defcent  on  this  Unhappy  Ijle! 

Better  for  thee,  thou  kindeft  of  thy  Sex 
For  Iffimenea,  for  my  felfftoral!, 

That  Seas  had  fwallowd  us,  or  Pyrates  flam. 
Before  we  Landed  on  this  Fatal  Shear  .* 

My  Brother  loft;  my  Sifter,  Oh  my  Sou! , 

To  him,  to  me,  to  Venue  loft  forever. 

Who  will  defend  me  from  the  pow'r  of  Luft? 

Who  guard  my  Innocence, and  watch  my  Youth? 
To  whom  fhall  I complain  in  my  Diftrets  ? 

Pitty  is  Deaf,  and  Heaven  will  only  Hear. 

Zjrm,  May  Heav'n,  on  whom  you  call,  be  your  defence : 
For  now,  even  now,  I hear  Phorfano'* s Voice  ; 

The  found  of  Mufick  in  a Neighbouring  Walk : 

He  ne  cer  retires  but  when  the  fever's  highu 
He  comes, and  ‘twou'd  be  Death  for  me  to  ftay.[£%/> 
Luc.  Oh  whither  fhall  I fly  ? [ Phorfano  enters,  Mufick 

at  fame  diftancejoe  takes  hold  of  Lu* 
cinda,4r  Jbe  offers  to  rife  and  go  off. 
Phorf \ Whither,  my  Love,  but  to  my  longing  Arms? 
Why  art  thou  fond  of  Solitude  and  Shade  f 
Why  doft  thou  fhun  the  Pleafures  of  the  Court  ? 

1 thy  Apollo , and  my  Daphne  Thou  : 

Why  Fly ‘ft  while  I purfue  thee  with  a Song  ? 

Begin,  you  Men  of  Arc, your  Tuneful  Strains  ; 

Let  the  foft  Zephirs  from  the  Citron  Groves 
Difperfe  their  evening  Sweets, 

And  every  Senfe  be  Charm'd, 
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Man 


Man.  Since  lis  to  Sinyfo  very  Jweet 
So  needful  to  forbear. 

Or  elfe  our  Nature  is  too  weakr 
Or  Duty  too  Severe 
Thus  baited  by  tivo  Cruel  Foes9 
In  conftant  Love  we  Live  : 

As  Nature  does  the  Law  Oppofer 
The  Law  does  Nature  grieve. 

Woman.  7 houTy  rant  Honour , hence  be  gone  y 
1 will  no  more  be  Cheated , 

If  t 'ts  to  Love  to  be  undone , 

Til  try  my  Fate,  and  meet  //. 

Man.  To  trufl  him  longer 9 you  re  to  blamz. 
He7 1 certainly  deceive  ye  \ 

For  Loves  a<  very  harmlefs  Flame ? 

Woman-  1 wi(h  1 could  believe  ye . 

For  Love , &,c„. 


Photf  Hence  ! and  attend  my  Will. 

And  now,  my  Lovely  Charmer,  fee  how  much 
Thy  Virgin  faftnefs  and  refiftlefs  Beauty 
Have  won  upon  my  Heart:  But  thou  art  blind 
To  what  I do,  and  deaf  to  what  I fay  ; 

Cold  as  the  Kegions  of  the  Frozen  North: 
Come,  let  me  melt  thee  on  my  panting  Bread, 
And  warm  thee  with  the  Heat  of  Youthful  Lo 
huc.ls  this  for  me,my  L.ord,to  hear  from  you? 

This  from  the  Husband  of  my  Brothers  Wife 
Oh  lOpano. had  thy  Life  been  {par'd 
Thou  woucdft  not  fure  have  furrer’d  this  to  be. 
Phorf  Not  fuffer’d  it  to  be  ? He  might  as  well 


C5 ) 

Have  calm’d  the  Seas, and  hufh't  the  raging  Winds: 
While  I behold  thee  thus  divinely  fair, 

I muft  defire  ; and  what  defire,  Enjoy. 

Luc,  Oh  Infolencc  1 Is‘t  thus  you  treat  your  Guefts  ?’ 

Thus  that  you  fbew  your  hofpitable  Mind  ? 

Is’t  not  enough  my  Sifter  has  been  ruin’d, 

Been  tempted  to difhonour  by. your  Hailes? 

Wou’d  you  have  me  as  Infamous  as  her? 

The  Scorn  of  Cyprus  and  her  Sexes  Shame. 

P ij or f.  If  like  another  Venue,  to  Command 

This  Paphtan  lfle and  be  like  her  ador’d  ; 

] f this  is  ruin  in  a Womans  eyes; 

Thy  Sifter  is  undone,  and  fo  (halt  thou  be; 

I’ll  fet  theabigh  above  the  Envious  Croud, 
Superiour  as  in  Beauty  fo  in  State, 

Selefted  thro’  the  World,  a thoufand  Slaves 
Willi  me  the  humbleft  Creature  of  thy  Will, 

Shall  wait  upon  thy  Nod,  and  fid  thy  Train. 

Luc.  Can  Wealth  or  Grandeur  give  meback  my  Friend, 
My  Brother,  and  thehonourof  our  Houfe  ? 

Urge  me  no  more,  The  .Sound  of  Love  from  thee 
Strikes  me  with  horror;  and  confounds  my  Soul. 
Phor.  I know  Virotto  is  your  darling  wifh  ; 

The  Sound  from  him  were  pleafing  to  your  Ear : 

Oh  Choice,  moft  Elegant ! The  man  indeed 
Is  Jealous,  Faithlefe,  Barbarous  and  Poor, 

Rough  asthe  Waves  on  which  he  has  been  bred; 

But  he  is  young  and  lufty,  has  been  us‘d 
To  guide  the  Sturdy  Helm  and  ply  the  Oar ; 

He’ll  Crufh  thee  with  his  iron  Arms,  and  bruife 
Thy  tender  Limbs  with  every  rude  embrace. 

Luc.  While  thou  wert  innocent,  thy  Friend  was  honeft. 
Brave,  Nob^e,  Generous,  Gallant  and  Sincere  ; 
None  but  Virotto  then  deferv‘d  my  Heart: 

How  is  it  he  fo  foon  has  loft  his  worth, 

Ishefince  alter'd  ? Has  he  fince  abus'd 


Another 


(<S), 

Another’s  Bed,  or  ftaia(d  his  own  with  Blood  ? 
Pbor.  Ha  / Have  a care,  Ungrateful ! to  provoke  me  : 
Love,  like  a Child ,gro\vs  iullen  at  a Rod  ; 

Yet  may  be  footh‘d  and  ftattercd  from  his  Toy* 

Oh  Woman  ! Proud,  Fantaflical  and  vain  ; 

The  brave  mans  Folly,  and  the  boaft  of  Fools, 

Too  nice  this  minute,  and  the  next  too  fpnd; 

If  we  fliould  judge  of  you  by  thole  you  blefs, 

Our  worlhipand  our  praile  wou‘d  link  to  fcorn. 

Go,  wander  with  thy  Hero  on  the  main. 

Feed  on  courfe  Difhes  and  the  Scraps  of  war. 

See  thy  poor  Children  begging  at  thy  Feet 
The  Bread  thou  waotcft  thy  lelf. 

Another  hanging  at  thy  wither^  Pap, 

Earned:  for  Life, and  fucking  it  in  vain; 

While  evfn  before  thee  this  Belovcd  enjoys 
Some  Common  Wretch,and  gives  the  Beall  his  pay. 
Luc.  Better  with  him  to  feed  on  Beggars  Fare, 

To  fip  the  running  Stream,  and  dwell  in  Wilds  : 
Better,  to  fee  my  little  Infants  cry, 

Affrighted  with  the  Waves  and  ratling  Winds; 

Or  bear  4em  thro’  the  World  to  live  on  alms, 

Than  hearken  to  thy  Luff, thou  worft  of  men  ! 

I Sin  tohear  fo  much, I will  no  mor Q*[ivoudgoftjeJlops 
Phorf.  Rail  on  a while,  and  let  the  Temped:  roar,  {her. 
The  Storm  will  beat  it  fell  into  a Calm  ; 

Oh  if  there‘s  fomething  in  thy  Frowns  fofweet, 

V\  hat  mud:  it  be  to  fee  thee  fmile,  to  hear 
Thy  Sighs  ,the  murmurs  of  accompliQit  Love  i 
Til  waLchthy  looler  thoughts,  thy  morning  wilbes, 
And  when  thy  Heart  is  open  tp  dellre,  [IJJameuea  enters  as 
I’ll  feize,  embrace,  and  bear  thee  thus  to  Joy.  [he  embraces 
Save  me  ye  Powers.  [Luc.  Svoom 

IJJaw  Ha  ! By  the  anguifhofmy  Soul,  his  She  ; 

She  that  has  rob‘d  me  of  his  Heart; 

A Prize  unfoughr,  unworthy  of  my  Charms. 

Iblufh 


(?) 

T blufh  to  own  it,  and  deferve  this  Scorn, 

For  fearingDeath,  and  yielding  to  his  threats. 
Oh  had  he  dreneht  his  Dagger  in  my  Blood, 
My.'S’oul  e‘re  this  had  been  with  lOpano 
But  flow  1 dread  to  meet  him,  and  prefer 
A.  Life  of  Mifery  to  Death  and  Rell. 

My  Wife  ! 

My  Traitor  ! 

/-/dp,  oh  help;  Lucinda  faints  ; 

Breathlefs  arid  pa!e7  met  her  in  the  Grove  : 

//dp  me  ihe  dies  ; 

But foon  will  live  again; 

Revive  to  tranfporc,  and  repeat  her  Guilt. 

//alt  thou  no  tendernefs  ? No  fdft  remains 
Of  melting  pity  for  a dying  Maid? 

Thy  Friend,  thy-Sifter  ? Is  there  nought  in  thefe 
Tocalm  thy  rage,  and  guide  thy  Soul  to  Tiuth  ? 
5'ure  thou  art  grown  diftemper'd  with  thy  Pride, 
An<\  giddy  with  the  Forturie  of  my  Love. 
jjj'a,  Did  I for  this  admit  thee  to  my  Bed  ? 

Deaf  to  the  voice  of  Friendfhip  and  of  Love  ? 

For  this,  Ungrateful,  did  1 fell  my  Peace, 

Forget  my  Griefs,and  blefs  thee  to  thy  Wiih;  ? 

But  clear  me  to  the  World,  and  own  my  Fear 
Comply'd  togive  thee  what  my  Heart  deny‘d: 
Witnefsmy  /nnocence  to  Earth  and  Heav‘n  ; 

- And  thou.  Perfidious/  Dread  avenging  Juftice. 

L uc.  Unhappy / carift  thou  talk  of  Heaven  and  Juftice? 

Think  of  thy  Friend,  wholov‘d  thee  like  a Sifter. 
Oh  think  of  I0t>a>w,  and  by  whom 
Thy  Husband  and  thyFriend  are  now- iTO  more,  (yee/u 
I [fa.  See  how  the«tyra»-with  diftembled  tears 

And  Artful  Sorrow  gilds  her  ioofe  Defires/ 

To  thee, young  Hypocrite, I owe  my  ruin, 

Not  to  the  Force  of  thy  luperiour  Beauty  ; 

By  Spells  thou  haft  fedue'e!  him. 


phor. 

Iff*- 

Phor. 


Phor. 


Cou‘<J 
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Cou‘d  he  elle,  warm  with'  my  embrace,  forfake  me, 
And  leave  the  rapture  of  my  Arms  for  thine  ? 

But  why  am  I fo  much  concerted  to  Lofe 
A Conqueft  I ahorr  ? 

Go  perjur'd  / and  enjoy  your  guilty  Loves. 

Guilt,  will  enough  avenge  me,  and  Remorfe.[Ex/> 
Luc.  What  haft  thou  done  Phorjmo  i By  thy  means 
My  Honour  will  become  as  foul  as  Hers. 

More  Cruel  thou  / than  Re/tegades  or  Turks, 

Than  ^ffrick  Robers,or  a winter  Storm  ; 

Compar’d  to  thee,  the  Savages  were  Kind, 
Humane  and  Gentle.  Oh  that  I had  lain 
By  Seas  orPyrates/  I lhou‘d  then  have  dyfd 
Pofleft  of  what  is  dearer  than  my  Life. 

A (potlefsFame,  like  all  my  wifhes,  pure.*- — - 
Phor.  Malice  nor  Envy  cannot  hurt  thy  Vertue 
0‘re  me  vi&orious,  till  I fee  thy  Eyes, 

And  then  the  Fearer  burns,  and  I rdapfe. 

Peace  to  my  lovely  Innocence : For  foon 
Thy  Sifter  of  her  Error  (hail  repent, 

Adore  thee  as  a Saint,  and  on  her  Knees 
/mplore  thy  Pardon,  andconfefs  her  fin.  [fijc/r 
Luc.  In  what  a Maze  of  MiSery  I walk  ! 

An  Orphan  and  a Stranger  in  the  World  ; 

No  Friend  to  be  the  Partner  of  my  W’oe. 

Oh  I Op  mo  happy  in  thy  Tomb 
Coud'ft  thou  have  born  to  ice  thy  Bed  defil'd, 

7hy  Houfe  abuf'd,  and  me  the  Sport  of  Fame? 

An  out*caft  Living  on  a Tyrants  alms  [Chains, 
Sure'twou'd  have  ratkt  thee  worfe  than  W'anr  or 
Than  Whips,  and  Wheels, or  all  the  Plagues  of  Life 
Driv'n  thee  to  Madneis  as  it  works  on  me 
Pieret  thee  with  Wounds  thy  Nature  could  not  bear. 
And  kill'd  thee  with  the  worft  of  Deaths,  Defpair. 

7 be  Er.d  of  the  Fir  ft  Act' 


ACT  id 


ACT  II. 

See  fie  a Grotto  in  the  Garden. 

Virotto.  lOpano  [a  Slave  at  a diftance. 

1 Op.  f 3 Ropitious  B reezes,  and  a fmiling  .Sea, 

I At  lalt,my  Friend, have  brought  us  fafe  to  Cy- 
Oh  when  my  eyes  beheld  the  diftant  Shore,  ( prut 
How  my  Heart  leapt,  and  all  within  was  Joy. 
Virotto.  In  tranfports  lOpano  1 i 
lOp.  Coud’ft  thou  but  frame  fome  Image  to  thy  felf 
Of  the  high  Rapture  I expeft  to  night, 

Didft  thou  but  know  my  ljj'amene.als  Worth, 

Our  mutual  Faith  and  unexampl'd  Love  ; 

Thy  Soul  wou’d  be  enlarg’d  like  mine,  and  Thou, 
In  what  rejoices  me  fo  much,  rejoice  ; 

Oh!  She  is  all  that  tender  Mothers  pray 
For  their  Firft-bornwhen  ripen‘d  into  man. 

By  He av‘n  / He  fighs,  he  fcarce  contains  his  Tears; 
With  melancholly  Looks  receives  my  Joy , 

As  if  he  wifht  not  lOpano  well. 

Vir.  By  all  my  future  hopes,  thy  peace  of  Mind 
Is  dearer  to  Virotto  than  his  own. 
lOp.  Woud’ft  Thou,  my  Friend,my  Brother, think  it  kind 
If  thou  fhoud'  ft  lee  me  on  thy  Bridal  Night 
With  Looks  dejebted  ? Wou‘d  it  pleafe  thee  well 
To  hear  me  blefs  the  genial  Bed  with  Sighs  ? 

This  night  my  I jjamenea  is  a Bride, 

Her  Bridegroom  I,  whom  oft  (he  in  her  dreams 
Has  gently  Claipt,  and  chid  me  for  my  Stay  : 

I fly,  thou  Blufhing  Beauty,  to  thy  arms. 


Wee’l 
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Wee‘1  meet  in  Extafy  and  part  no  more, 

Vir.  Oh  IOpaiw ! 

\0p'  Why  again  that  Sigh  ? 

Why  dod  thou  tremble  at  my  Name? 

Vir.  I then 

Was  thinking  of  theFrwlty  of  our  Slides ; 

Are  they  not  tranfitory  all  and  falfe? 
lOp.  They  arewhereHeav'n  has  not  pronounc'd ’em  good 
Mine  are  the  Fruit  of  our  connubial  Vows, 

Sincere  and  lading  as  the  B onds  which  make 
Our  Souls,  cur  Bodies,  and  our  /otreds  one. 

Vir.  Bat  not  our  Paflions;  we  have  heard  at  lead 
Offaithlefs  Husbands  andincondant  Wives. 

Too  well  I know  thy  merit,  to  believe 
That  ‘tis  in  thee  to  change. 
lOp.  And  I too  well 

My  Ijfamenea^s  Vertue,  to  luipect 

That  ev‘n  in  thought  fhe  cou‘d  abufe  my  love 

Already  die  has  pad  the  fiery  Tryal  ; 

When  from  the  l»dtu  we  were  bound  for  Spain; 
The  Turk  who  took  us  on  the  Goad, from  whom 
(Or  dill  we  had  been  Slaves^thy  valour  free'd  us 
In  vain,  to  win  her  from  her  Duty,  drove. 

She  loom'd  his  Threats,  his  Promifes  defpif'd; 
Chains,  Poverty  and  Death,  fhe  chofe  with  me. 
Ere  all  the  Pleafures  of  the  Eadwich  him. 

Oh  !lie  is  formed  of  fine  Etherial  Mould, 

Pure  from  the  Makers  hand, and  free  from  Drofs. 
Vir.  What  pity  thou  {bond'd  e'er  be  undeceiv'd, 

Why  mud  I wake  thee  from  this  pleafing  Dream  ? 
lOp.  What  means  Vir  otto  ? 

Vir.  Oh  too  much,  my  Brother, 

I mud,  ev'n  I,  who  wou'd,  to  ferve  thee,  rufh 
On  pointed  Swords,  and  plunge  into  the  Deepj 
I,  who  to  make  thee  happy,  wou'd  reiign 
What  to  my  Heart  is  deared,  I mud  tell . 

A Tale  which  will  for  ever  make  thee  miferable. 

Let 


V 
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Let  me  embrace  thee  while  thy  He art  is  whole. 

For  ‘twill  foon  break,  and  thou  be  loft  forever. 
lOp.  Speak  quickly,  for  thy  eyes  are  full  of  Fate  .• 

Why  haft  thou  brought  me  to  this  lonely  Walk, 
Defertand  Wild,  the  Inmoft  of  the  Grove? 

Why  lhun‘d  the  Paths  which  lead  us  to  the  Paliacc 
Where  with  impatience  we  are  both  expefted 
V ir.  My  Boat,  before  our  Ship  had  reach'd  the  Port, 

I Order’d  privately  to  land  us  here, 

That  unobferv‘d  I might  dilcharge  my  Breaft, 
Unfold  a Secret  which  mufVfave  thy  Life, 

And  put  a dreadful  Vengeance  in  thy  pow'r 
E're  our  Arrival  at  the  Court  is  known. 

For  Oh/  my  \Opam  ! Thou  art  wrong'd  [Say  on? 
\0p.  Wrong'd,  ha /by  whom,  when,  where,  and  how 
And  torture  not  my  quick  Imagination 
Left  Jealoufie,  the  Fury  thou  haft  rais'd, 

Should  lay  the  Crime  where  fure  it  cannot  be. 

Vir.  With  Patience  hear  me,  or  I yet  am  filent. 

Your  fruitlefs  Rage  will  difappoint  my  hopes, 
Bring  ruin  on  thy  felfand  atm  thy  Foes. 
lOp.  Didft  thou  not  tell  me  I was  wrong'd,  Virotto  1 
Oh  how  it  flings,  I cannot  bear  my  Fears. 

Revenge,  Revenge. 

Vir.  We  will  be  both  reveng'd. 

But  Patiecce,  or  you  fruftrate  all  myCouncels, 
Which  aim  at  Vengeance  fignal  as  thy  Wrongs : 
Like  thy  brave  felf,  the  worit  of  Fortune  bear. 

lOp.  Yet  ftill  I am  a Man. 

Vir.  And  be  fo  ftill 

This  by  the  Ship  that  met  us  in  our  Voyage 
Was  brought  me, which  1 durft  not  (hew  thee  then, 
Leaft  in  the  violence  of  thy  defpair. 

Thou  hadft  attempted  on  thy  life:  Enough 
Of  day  remains  to  light  thy  wretched  Eyes. 

To  read  in  this  how  ill  thou  haft  been  us'd. 

C 2 [Reads) 
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[Reads)  My  Wife  dying  prefently  after  you  left  usjhe  Paffion 
lfelt  /^Hffamenea,^  forccd  me  to  marry  her. 

Hell  andConfufion. 

I therefore  defire  you  to  difpofe  of  htr  Hus  handy 
which  you  may  eafily  do  at  Se a jn your  return  ; this 
Service  will  ohligeme  to  be  eternally  yoursy  and  make 
you  as s welcome  to  me  as  you  will  be  to  your  Mi (l refs. 

Your  real  Friend, 
Phorfano . 

Oh,  my  Yirotto,  whither  am  I fain  ? 

Ha.  1 I lhall  grow  a Traitor  to  my  felf 
And  tamely  yield  her  to  the  Mongers  arms. 

Let  me  be  bafely  hooted  thro*  the  World, 

The  Scorn  of  Fools,  and  every  Villains  jeft, 

If  I refufe  not  either  Food  or  Sleep, 

Till  I have  brought ‘era from  their  height  of  Pleafure, 
Low  as  the  Earth, and  dafht  ‘em  thus  to  pieces* 

Vir . T/old  ! you  fcrget;this  Fury  will  deftroy  thee; 

Allarm  the  Tyrant,  and  fecure  his  Conqueft : 
Didft  thou  not  promife  me  thou  woud‘ft  be  patient? 
lOp . Say  to  the  Ocean,  when  it  boils,  be  Calm*, 

Sid  the  four  Winds  that  with  his  Billows  War, 
Be  hufht,  and  when  they  hear  thee,  I’ll  obey  .• 

Oh  for  unheard  of  Tortures,  Plagues  and  Racks 
To  tear  their  wanton  Limbs, and  wound  their  SouLy 
That  living  they  may  feel  the  Paines  of  Hell, 

And  I be  made  Immortal  by  revenge. 

V/r.  Remember  to  be  juft,  as  thouVt  fevere; 

Let  not  the  guiklefs  with  the  guilty  bleed, 

Phorfano  by  thy  death  might  hope  to  gain 
What  elfe  he  never  cou‘d  pretend  to  win  ; 
Thismifchief*  tho-  conceived,  perhaps  is  yet 
Unborn,  and  Ij ffamenea  innocents 
}Op.  Say,  is  it  poffible  fhe  may  be  true  ? 

Say  it  again,  ‘tis  mufickto  my  Ear  ; 

And  every  thought  that  tends  to  this, is  Heav‘a 
But  if  I find  her  falfe,  by  all  the  pow’rs  Of 
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Of  Earth  and  Hell  7‘11  dab  him  in  her  Arms  ; 

And  they  (hall  fwim  in  Blood  as  well  as  Joy. 

Vtr.  Allay  this  heat,  or  we  fball  sibA.  in  vain. 

A Slave  attends  me  with  a Moors  Difguife, 
in  this  I’ll  introduce  thee  to  the  Governour, 

As  one  who  flew  his  Rival,  and  experts. 

Rewards  from  him  which  I before  engag’d. 

Thus  undifcover’d  you’l  with  fafety  know 
Who  mod  has  injur’d  you,  and  who  muft  Dye. 
lOp.  Be  quick,  for  every  Minute  of  delay 

Kills  me  with  ^ipprehenfion  of  my  fhame  : 

Lead  me,  Virroto,  to  this  Ludful  Tyrant, 

Proud  of  bis  Sin,  and  in  his  Guards  fecure: 

Shew  me  this  Hero, who  toofoon  fhall  prove 
No  Foe’s  fo  terrible  as  injur‘d  Love.  [ Exit. 

Scene  An  Antiehamber , Phorfano  met  by  Iflamenea 


Bborf.  is  this  the  Haughty  Beauty,  this  the  Goddefs  ? 

Whofe  Byes  fhe  lately  thought  might  awe  the 
So  Jealous  of  her  Empire  grown, fhe  fears  (World, 
The  lead  invader  whom  of  late  fhe  fcorn’d. 

How  poor  a Paflion  this,  which  makes  os  feem 
Lefs  to  our  felves,  thanthofe  whom  we  defpife  ; 

He  nee  with  thefe  vain  lufpicions  ; you're  the  fame,, 
Still  Fair  and  Lovely,  as  i fird  beheld  you  .- 
Be  Confcious,  of  your  Charms,  nor  dread  a Rival; 
For  that  which  made, will  keep  me  dill  your  Slave. 
Iffa.  How  mean  thou  look’d,  to  flatter  what  thou  hat’d  / 
in  this  more  defpicable  than  thy  Falfhood, 

But  why  fhould  1 complain  of  this  to  thee, 

Since  Treafon  is  the  Glory  of  thy  Life 
What  Women  thou  had  wrong'd, what  Maids  un- 
Where  now'  are  all  thy  Vows  of  condant  Love, (done/ 
Where  now  my  iOptno  ? who  would  ne'er 

Have 


/ 
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Have  us’d  me  thus,  By  thee  of  all  depriv’d-. 

Of  my  Souls  Quiet,  and  I fearft's  Joy  ; 

You  watch’d  my  Vertue  when  my  Guard  was  gone, 
And  falfely  as  you  won,  you  bafely  left  me. 

Pborf . Ask  your  Ambition,  Madam, 'who  deceiv’d  you: 
The  Court  Magnificence,  our  Royal  Gran  deur 
Our  Wealth, which  fcarce  your  Indian  Mines  can 

purchale; 

Thefe  were  the  Charms,  and  thefe  you  fear  to  lofe. 

(ft.  Didft  thou  not  Sigh  and  Languifh  at  my  Feet  ? 

Swear  that  thou  lov’dft  me  more  than  fame  or  pow’r, 
Than  Aiches,  Afealth,  or  what  in  Life  is  fweer. 
And  yet, ingrate,  before  a Month  is  paft, 

’Tisall  forgot,  as  if  it  ne‘re  had  been. 

Pborf.  No,  I remember  well  your  Artful  wiles, 

Your  foft  bewitching  Airs,  you  Sung,  you  Play’d, 
You  look’d, you  dreft,and  deckt  your  (elf  for  conqueft,* 
You  met  my  wifhes,  fiatter'd  my  defires, 

And  with  the  cunning  of  your  Sex  enflav'd  me. 

In  War  and  Love,  what  ere  by  Art  is  got, 
is  foonerloft,than  whatis  won  by  Arms. 

JJJa.  Didft  thou  not  point  thy  Dagger  to  my  Breaft; 

^?nd  with  the  view  offudden  Death  lurprife  me  ? 
Say,  did  thy  Flattery,  or  Threats  prevail.? 

Say  have  I fince  I joyn'd  my  Fate  with  thine, 
Difcover'd  by  a tender  Word  or  Smile 
The  leaf!:  content,  or  that  Ilik‘d  thy  Love  ? 

Pborf.  You  fhewyour  liking  when  you  dread  a Change 
JJf/t.  No  Tyrant,  if  thy  Life,  thy  all's  too  little 
To  Jnfwer  my  defert  from  thee, I well 
May  rave  to  think  that  I'm  repay‘d  with  (corn. 

Tis  juft, ye  pow'rs  ! Ev‘n  this  from  him  is  juft; 
Thefe  Tears  to  10paw‘ s Death  are  due. 

I who  no  fooner  heard  he  was  no  more, 
y Hut  took  a Monfter  to  his  Bed  ; / fee 
My  ruin  is  as  plain  as  thou  art  falfe. 


Oh 
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Oil  may  the  Judgment  that‘s  prepar'd  for  me, 

Fall  on  the  Traytor  who  Debauch'd  my  Vertue. 
Phorf.  What's  Vertue  in  a Woman  but  her  Pride, 

Which  gives  her  an  excufe  to  be  Imperious? 

Self  Love  and  open  /stfFeilation  all, 

^stroublelom  to  others  as  your  felves : 

When  Pomp  and  adoration  are  in  view, 

The  Phantom  to  her  Native  Air  returns. 

Jjfa.  Judge  not  of  other  Women,  by  thy  Wife  ; 

As  I in  pitty  to  Mankind  am  loth 
To  think  'em  all  fuch  Wretches  as  thy  (elf.  - 
Hard  Fate,  that  I fhou'd  meet  with  thee  the  worft  ! 
Who  once  was  happy  in  the  belt  of  Men. 

Phorf.  This  worft  of  Men,  this  Traytor  yetis  he 

Who  rais'd  you  from  a Wand’rer  to  a Station 
Which  Queens  might  Envy,  by  your  .Faithful  Lord 
Forfaken,  I lookt  kindly  on  your  wants; 

Receiv'd  you  to  tuy  Mirras,  and  whom  at  firft 
My  Charity  maintain'd,  my  Love  enrich'd  ; 

And  thus  you  thank  me : How  could  I expert 
A Senfe  oi  Gratitude  in  thee  ? 

Whofe  Jealoufy  abus'd  the  beft  of  Sifters, 

Difcreet  and  Vertuous  as  fhe4s  Young  and  Fair, 

Her  Virgin  Soul  as  Bsauteou  s as  her  Form, 

And  both  by  thine  Unequal'd. 

W4-  Yes ! I in  her  (hall  fooneft  reach  thy  Heart: 

Thy  Malice  I defpileand  hate  thee  more 
For  thinking  me  a Fool, than  for  betraying  me.1 
£f  thy  Falfe  Tongue  cou'd  charm  me,  have  I loft 
My  Sight,  and  muft  not  what  I fee  believe  ? 

To  Madnefs  may'ft  thou  Love  her ; and  may  (he 
Like  thee  be  Faithlefs;may  I loath  thee  more 
Than  Heav'n  does  Hypocrites,  or  Hell  the  Juft  . 
May  Food  be  Poifon  to  me,  Light  a Plague; 

May  Sleep  be  barulht  from  thefe  Orbs,  may  Pain, 
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Old  Age,  and  Sicknefs  be  my  Lot  j 
May  Want,  and  Univerfal  fcorn  attend  me, 

If  as  thy  Wife,  thou  doft  again  polTefs  me. 

Love  both  of  you,  Love  on  ; but  think  and  tremble 
What  1 have  done  to  pleafe  thee ; what  my  rage 
May  do  to  be  reveng’d. 

Phorf.  And  if  / e'er  defire  to  fee  thee  more. 

May  Noife  and  Jealoufie,  Domeftick  rage 
-Aid  all  the  Civil  Furies  of  a Wife 
For  ever  be  my  Portion.  Oh  LhcMa  i 
Tisthou  haft  rais'd  the  Dang’rous  War  within  ; 
My  Honour  Combates  with  the  Tyrant  Love, 

But  Fights  as  if  he  wilht  not  to  overcome  ; 

Shall  1 be  daunted  by  a Womans  threats, 

Or  melted  with  a Maids  affected  Tears? 

No, by  my  Withes  1*11  prevent  thy  Malice  ; 

Secure  her  in  my  Aims,  and  rapt  with  Joy 
Will  all  her  Fears,  and  all  my  own  Deftroy. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Act, 
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ACT  III. 


Scene.  An  Antichamber  in  the  PafUcey  mart  hi 
Governours  Appartment* 

Virotto.  IOpano . Difguis'd  like  a Moon 

nF^H  U S far  vve  undifcover‘d  by  his  Slaves 

Have  part*,  and  now  have  only  him  to 
P b or J an  o knew  fb  little  of  thy  Voice,  (fear 

Thy  Shape',  or  Perfon  when  he  feat  thee  hence 
Thy  Image  in  his  Mind  ere  this  is  Loft  : 

Yet  if  his  Guilt  preferves  thee  in  his  Thought, 
Who,  lOpanoy  thus  difguis'd,  cou’d  know  thee? 
To  me  Icarce  known,  who  wear  thee  next  my 
Scarce  to  my  felf,fo  fain  from  what  I was;  (Hear 
From  Love,  from  Peace  and  iYappinefs  fo  fain. 
The  very  Nature  of  my  Soul  is  chang'd, 

Or  elfe  they  flattered  me  ; or  I was  once 
Kind,  Noble,  /Yoneft,  Generous  and  Sincere 
But  novy,  folike  this  Sable  I am  grown. 

There’s  not  a Savage  in  the  L ybian  IVoods , 

Who  thirds  for  ftlood  and  Mifchief,  more  than  / 
©Revenge  / the  Goddefs  I adore,  aflift  me  ; 

Let  me  be  deaf  to  ev?ry  Voice  but  thine. 

Aid  me  ye  Furies  / 
yir  You  forget,  my  Friend  ; 

This Madnefs  ruins  thee,  and  faves  the  Tyrant. 

Ye  patient,  fawn,  diffemble,  praife  and  foothhim 
Till  ofhisTreafon  and  thy  Wrongs  convinc'd: 
A lucky  Minute  puts  him  in  thy  pow,r, 

Cyprus  amaz’d,  will  then appiacd  thy  Vengeance  ; 
Andthofe  who  call  it  cruel,  think  it  juft. 

D Iqp . Where, 
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lop.  Where,  Where's  this  Governour  ? 

Why  am  /delay'd  ? 

Oh  if  1 meditate  on  this  again 
I Iball  indeed  be  mad  ; for  now,  Vrrotto , 

The  Traitor  revels  with  my  Joys,  while  I 
A fordid  Wretch,  am  waiting  here  to  fee  him 
Come  panting  from  her  Arms,  and  on  her  Lips 
•Behold  my  Kifles  wantonly  impieft. 

Ha ! 

Vir.  Is  it  thus  thct  you  command  yourFury? 

Phcrfano  when  he  hears  of  my  Arrival 
Will  loon  be  with  us,  to  inform  his  Fears ; 

By  whom,  and  how  he  was  obey’d.  No  more, 
if  he  fhou'd  meet  yon  in  this  rage,  your  Life 
Will  anfwerfor  your  Folly. 
lop.  I am  calm. 

Tho‘  Vengeance  here  I feel  is  in  her  throws 
To  bring  the  dreadful  iffue  forth,  a Birth, 
Deftrufdive  to  'the  fire  of  whom  ‘tis  born* 

V/r.  Be  wife,  your  Tryal  and  your  Foe  approach. 

Fnter  Governour  and  his  Attendants. 

Phor.  Welcome  to  Cyprus  and  my  Arras  Vnotto , 

Not  a young  Lover  to  his  longing  Bride 
Not  thou,  with  all  thy  Wifhes  to  Lucinda 
Canft  be  more  welcome  than  thou  art  to  me. 

My  Friend,  my  Brother  1 
i'ir.  ‘ jls  tco  much  my  Lord. 

Can  my  poor  6’ervices  deferve  this  Honour  f 
Enough  that  you  acceptmy  Will,  and  think 
My  Duty  to  ray  utmoft  Strengh  perform’d. 
What  have  1 done  ro  merit  this  horn  you? 
rhorf.  j owe  t0  tijee  a Blefling  which  is  dearer 

Than  Lifeor  Sov'reign  Pow'r.  My  peace  of  Mind. 
Whofe  is  this  Moor  ? 

Pir,  He‘s  jnine}  to  him  you  owe 
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A Blefling,  he  believes,  deferves  reward  : 

The  piealure  of  obeying  you  is  mine. 

Pbor.  I thank  you,  tho‘ this  Bufinefs  had  been  better 
Conceal‘d  to  al!  but  you  and  Me  for  Gold 
Which  never  fails  on  mercenary  Slaves, 

May  charm  the  Secret  from  a Wretch  like  him : 
No  .matter,  we  muft  now  be  farhfy’d  ; 

Perhaps  there  may  be  ways  to  keep  him  filent. 
Night  wears  apace,  and  you  will  want  Repofe, 
Too  morrow  you  fhall  tell  me  of  your  Voyage 
Your  Miftrefs  then  with  rapture  will  receive  you 
She  lately  has  been  ill  and  we  have  orders 
Not  to  difturb  her.  Leave  the  Moor  with  me. 
Of  whom  he  never  fhall  with  Caufe  complaia 
V‘r • Sheka  Farewel,  remember  what  I taught  you 
_ . Be  Wife  and  Faithful.* 

P/ m'  And  in  me  he’l  find 

A grat  eful  Matter  and  a generous  Friend. 

Vir.  Joy  to  P her  Jan o. 

Pbor.  Reft  to  my  Virotto.  Ex.  Phor.  lOp.  attend 

In  vain  we  wifh  what  neither  can  poflefs 
No  Joy  for  thee,  no  Reft  for  thy  Virotto. 

Go  dream  of  fafety,  when  thy  end  is  nigh, 

For  Ms — my  Soul’s  fo  anxious  of  my  Fair, 

It  ne’re  can  reft  till  I have  feen  her  lafe. 

Oh  IOpano , whither  artthon  a going, 

Was  I‘t  Like  a Eriend  to  venture  thee  alone  f 
To  truft  thee  with  thy  Foes,  or  with  thy  felf. 
What  will  thy  Sifter  think  of  this  and  Me  ? 

How  can  I anfwer  it  to  Love  and  Her  ? 

What  can  I fay?  That  in  fo  much  Diftrefs 
I leave  her  to  her  Fortune  and  defpair 
I come,  my  Charmer,  but  my  boing  Heart 
Foretells  our  meeting  in  a World  of  Woe. 

D 2 
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Seem  Lucinda  cs  apartment,  [he  is  difcover'd  keep- 
ing 4#  a Conchy  a Taper  by  her  ; IfTamenea  enters 
mtha  Dagger* 


(fmiies: 

7fr  QHE  fleeps,  and  dreaming  o‘re  her  Conqueft, 
Jam'  So  much  like  Innocence  fhe  looks,  I fear 
My  pity.,  if  I gaze  again,  vvou4d  fave  her 
Ah  ! ijf amenta,  what  art  thou  become 
A Murd’rer  ? ha  / who  is  it  thou  woud'ft  kill  ? 
The  Sifter  of  thy  Lord,  thy  lOpano. 

How  wou*d  he  thank  thee  were  he  living  ?Down, 
Down,  ye  remains  of  Vertue,  you'  re  too  late, 
And  rife  untimely  on  my  Soul. 

Can  I endure  to  be  reproacht  and  left? 
Loathed  by  the  Vertuous,  by  the  Wicked  (corn'd 
Can  I with  Patience  fee  her  Charms  ador'd  ? 
While  I,  negle&ed,  live  a publick  Jeft, 

A common  Story  for  the  mirth  of  Slaves. 

Oh  Life  Ambition  why  haft  thou  betray'd  me 
To  dee  ds  injurious  to  my  former  Glory, 

Now  to  forfake  me  when  I want  thee  moft  ? 
Luc.  Defend  me  all  ye  Pow'rs ! [Lucinda  waking  fees  the 
Defend  my  Innocence  and  fufPring  vertue.  (dagger. 
Jffa.  Haft  thou  not  rob'd  me  of  my  Husbands  Heart? 
And  doft  thou  not  deferve 

7 hat  1 fhould  fearch  thy  Breaft  to  find  him  there? 

Luc.  Look  not  thus  furious Hide  the  fatal  Steel: 

You  won’not  kill  me — Sure  you  have  not  loft 
The  dear  Remembrance  of  my  Brothers  Love. 
And  cannot  wound  his  living  Image  here. 
jjJ<  What,  thou'rt  afraid  to  die, thou  young  Difftmbler/ 
Too  much  tranfported  with  the  Sweets  cf  Life, 

To  look  on  Death  with  pkalure,  By  my  hopes 

Of 
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Of  dreadful  Juftice,  if  I find  thee  guilty 
This  minute  Fll  have  Peace,  or  thou  fbalt  die. 
Strike,  kill  me  rather  than  miftruft  my  Honour. 
‘Tis  all,  fince  lOpano's  Death,  is  left  me : 

Think  not  by  Threats  to  force  me  to  confefs 
What  Iabhorr,  what  you  fo  lately  loathed. 

Oh  Ifjameneal  Oh  my  once  lov'd  Sifter! 

Where  is  your  boafted  Conftancy  ? Oh  where 
The  fond,  the  faithful,  tender  IOpano 
Cou*d  you  fo  foon  forget  his  wondrous  Friendfhip 
So  foon  your  Innocence  and  haughty  Vertue,. 
Which  jendred  you  as  lovely  as  your  Charms. 

IJfi.  I [corn  thy  vile  Keproaches,and  will  prove 
How  faltely  Icm  accuftd,  How  juftly  thou. 

Luc . Why  was  my  Brother  then  difpatcht  to  Venice. 

1JJ a.  Ask  thofe  that  govern  why  the  ftate  commands 
Such  Chriftians  as  are  found  among  their  Foes 
Before  they 4re  fet  at  Liberty,  be  fenc 
To  Venice  and  examined  by  the  Senate. 

Luc.  Natives  of  Spain,  Confederate  in  the  War, 

The  Priviledge  of  Friends  we  might  expert 
7ho‘,  by  a Rover,  taken  in  our  Voyage, 

Virotto  found  us  in  a Turki-fh  Ship; 

He  brought  ushere  for  fafety,  as  a Port 
Where  paftage  fooneft  would  prefent  for  Calesl 
The  Winds  have  oft  been  fair  and  Veffels  failcd; 
Yet  ftill  detained,  we  think  no  more  of  Spain  ; 
The  Lofsof  Friends  contented  we  endure. 

How  when  a Wife,  to  make  you  room,  was  flaim 
Oh  IJfateenea , how  cou4d  you  in  Peace 
Receive  the  Murderer  to  your  Bed? 

Lfa.  The  Syren.  Bat  thisMurderer  fince  it  (eemrs 

Virotto  enters , is  furprizfd,  remains  unfeen, 
Ha s found  the  way  to  win  on  more  Than  me. 

This  Steel  which  is  to  punifh  thee  defign4d. 

If  from  my  Duty  I have  en‘d  and  thou 
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Thy  felffhalt  be  the  Judge,  Be  this  my  Portion, 
y/r.(*-And  Heav'n  reward  thee  if  thy  words  are  Truth. 
(tde ) For  fudden  Fate  is  in  the  Secret  Lodg'd. 

JJfa.  Say,  and  I dare  thy  utmoft  Malice  Thou 
Who  knowft  the  Actions  of  my  fpotlefs  Life 
Say  if  they  were  not  blamelefs. 

^ uc • If  you  had  ftiil  continu'd  thus  your  Fame, 

Had  been  a bright  example  to  our  Sex. 

Ij If*  What  by  necefluy  I fioce  have  done, 

Is  aather  my  Misfortune  than  my  Guilt. 

The  day  Emilia  dy'd  a Ship  arriv'd 
Which  brought  the  News  of  \Opano,$  Death. 

I haften'd,  with  my  Sorrows,  to  my  Bed, 

Where  mourning  o're  the  mem'ry  of  my  Lord. 
At  dead  of  night  I law  Phorfano  enter. 

His  Hands  a Dagger  and  a Taper  held: 

He  figh'd  and  pray'd,  he  caught  me  to  his  Arm 
And  Iwore  fince,  what  oppos'd  him  was  remov'd 
If  I refus'd  to  be  his  Wife,  by  force 
That  minute  he  wou'd  feize  the  Marriage  Joy, 
And  as  he  ftrove  to  ad  as  he  had  {’worn. 

I,  to  prevent  him,  promis'd  to  be  his, 

••  Made  him  my  Husband  and  fecur'd  my  Honour. 
Luc  Who  cou'd  have  thought,  that  you  whom  neither 

(Want, 

Nor  chains,nor  death  cou'd  Frighten  fromyour  duty! 
Who  cou'd  have  thought  a night  wou'd  be  too  long 
For  you  to  languifh  on  a Widow'd  Bed 
And  weep  for  One  who  lov'd  you  more  than  Life. 
Ijfa.  CompelS'd  to  what  I did,  if  I have  finn'd 
What  canft  thou  fay  in  thy  defence,  what  Plea 
Haft  thou  for  wronging  me  and  him  to  whom 
Thou  art  by  folemn  Oaths  Contraded 
Wir.f  a fids)  Ha  ! what  has  Hell  been  doing  here  ? 
Ijfa.  Virotto  lives,  and  comes  to  claim  thy  Vow, 

...  What  canft  thou  Say  to  him  and  what  tome. 

To  meet  my  Husband  by  thy  felf,  ofChoice 
la  the  dark  Covert  of  a Grove  atEvn  Did 
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Did  I not  fee  him  in  thy  Arms,  thefe  Eyes 
Behold  thy  warm  Carefles  faw  thy  Cheeks 
Lean  wantonly  on  his, thy  confcious  Blufhes 
Confefs‘d  thy  Pleafnre  and  thy  Guilt. 

Vir.  ( a fide)  Oh  horror  ! 

Sink  me  at  once  or  ftrike  me  deaf  for  ever. 

Luc  I meet  your  Husband  / Had  2 known  him  there 
I fooner  wou‘d  have  met  a certain  Death. 

He  found  me  in  the  Silence  of  the  Shade 
Alone  complaining  to  the  Woods  and  Winds 
And  mourning  o’re  a poor  unhappy  Brother. 

Ip.  He  rather  found  thee  waiting  with  Impatience. 
The  Hour  appointed  for  my  Ruin  there. 

You  kift,  you  toy'd,  you  preft  him  to  your  Bofom. 
While  I was  in  your  intervals  of  Joy 
Your  Mirth,  your  Laughter,  but  this  Hour  is  mine 
dad  thus — She  flings  away  the  Dagger , 

Virotto  comes  forward. 
Ha  Cruel!  whom  woud'ft  thou  have  murder'd  ? 
I met  my  I Opano  in  her  Eyes, 
dad  pitty  at  that  Sight,  and  Love  difarm, d me 
No ; this  is  not  the  way  to  right  my  Wrongs. 
l‘i  ftab  her  in  her  tender  V&xtPhorfano, 

How  mad  is  my  defpair  to  hope  for  Peace 
By  adding  Blood  and  Murder  to  my  fharna. 

But  innocence  and  Reafon  went  together 
dnd  Horrors  growing  on  my  Soul  diftra£l  me. 
Virotto  ! thou  art  come  to  do  me  Juftice 
dnd  rid  me  of  my  Foe. 

Vir.  Js  Guilty  as  ihe  is,  you  coud'n  hurt  Her 
By  feeing  in  her  Looks  her  Brother's  Likenefs 
A Brother  whom  you  have  not  us‘d  too  wefl. 
How  cou'd  you  hope  then  I wou‘d  ferve  your  rage 
On  one  whole  Image  in  my  Bofom  reigns. 

7/L  Dull  as  thou  art,  go,  take  her  to  thy  arms 
The  Relicks  of  Bhorfano'%  fated  Love. 


For 
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For  me — My  Beauty  woued  regain  his  Heart, 

If  I were  fond  of  getting  what  I loath  [ Exit. 
Lttciu.  You  feem  as  if  you  hearkned  to  her  Maiioe 
And  what  her  Jealoufy  infpi'rd, believ'd 
Cou'd  Iimagin  that  Virotto* s Soul 
Was  capable  of  thinking  me  fo  bale. 

My  Vertue  fhould  be  prov'd  by  my  dildain. 
There's  not  a fhackl'd  Wretch  whom  l wou£d 
Like  him, or  think  he  lefs  deferv’d  my  Heart  (fcorn 
Vir.  who  trufts  himfelfto  Women  or  the  Waves, 
Should  never  hazard  what  he  fears  to  lofe  ; 

For  he  that  ventures  all  his  hopes  like  me 
On  the  frail  promife  of  a Womans  Smiles, 

Like  me  will  be  deceiv’d  and  Curfe  his  Folly, 
Luein.  Curfe,  Curie,  your  Folly,  Curie  your  credulous 
And  by  your  VileSufpicions  be  deceiv'd.  (Nature, 
if  thus  before  the  Marriage  Rites  are  paft, 

Before  PolTeffion  if  you  ule  me  thus, 

What  from  your  Jealoufy  muftlexpedl: 

When  you've  no  more  to  ask,  nor  I to  grant. 

Vir.  Sure  thus  we  did  not  think  to  meet  Lucinda 

When  laff  we  parted,when  you  Wept  and  Sigh'd. 
And  vow'd  Eternal  truth  ,0b  racking  Thought/ 
You  fuffer'd  me  to  Seal  it  on  your  Lips 
And  Smiling  bad  me  hafte  to  make  you  Happy ; 
For  my  own  Peace  tco  late  I am  return'd 
Toofoon  for  yours. 

My  Fatein  this, more  wretched  then  my  Friends 
If  IJJamenea  had  not  thought  him  Dead 
She  ner'e  had  chang'd  and  he  had  ne'er  complaind. 
While  I 

Luc  in.  The  moft  abus'd  of  all  Mankind 

Betray'd  Forfaken  fora  Murd'rer  left 
This  you  wcu'd  tell  meCou'd  I deign  to  hear  you 
\jnd  wou'dnot  tho  I Swore  twerefalle  believe  me 
.Yet  if  a word  would  rrove  my  Innocence. 


My 
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My  filence  fhou’d  confirm  your  doubts,  and  I 
Your  Love  and  Fears  with  equal  Pafiion  Scorn. 

Viro.  Where  will  this  end  ? Oh  Was  there  not  fuffieient  f 
Oflorrow  in  my  Friends  dilpair  to  fink  us, 

But  this  rauft  fwell  the  flood  and  bear  us  down, 

-.When  by  t|^_e  foaming  Billows  I was  toft  : 

- When  the  fierce  Pyrates  ratled  from  their  Ships, 

A Storm  of  Sulphur,  like  the  Mouth  of  Hell. 

In  expe&ation  of  this  Hour  my  Soul 
Difpis’d  the  danger,  to  the  Winds  I cry’d. 

Swell  out  the  Sails,  and  let  us  drive  amain. 

It  wafts  me  to  Lucinda  : I in  her 

Shall  find  the  fury  of  the  Tempeft  chang’d 

To  Sighs,  foft  murmuriogs  and  to  Tides  of  Love. 

Oh  how  deceitful  were  my  hopes  ? how  vain  ? 

As  Men  in  Leavers  dream  of  fanning  Breezes, 

Of  Chrftal  Springs,  and  burning  wake  in  Fire. 

Lucinda.  Thy  Treafon  has  no  need  of  this  excule, 

To  make  my  Guilt  a bale  pretence  for  thine. 

But  how  can  I whom  higher  cares  employ, 

Difpute  with  one  lo  little  worth  my  thought  ? 

Think  what  thou  wilt  fince  I no  more  fhall  lee  thee, 

And  Confcious  to  my  felf  of  nothing  ill. 

Thy  Fears  and  Falfhood  fhall  no  more  difturb  me. 

Viro.  She’s  gone,  and  parted  as  fhe  went  a frown  [Exit. 
Too  piercing  to  be  born. 

But  if  an  angry  look  can  wound  me  thus. 

What  mull  it  be  to  fee  her  fmile  on  him 
And  fhoot  at  me  difdain.  Oh  Jopano , 

I who  to  day  was  Toothing  thee  to  Peace, 

Muft  add  the  burthen  of  my  grief  to  thine. 

And  urge  thee  to  Revenge. 

Nor  Guards  nor  Armies  "fhall  fecure  the  Traytor 
To  punifh  Tyrants  and  in  Vengeance  ftill, 

He  feldom  wants  the  Pow’r  who  has  the  Will. 

The  End  of  the  Third  Aft. 
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ACT  IV. 

f?  j J A 0 $ ‘i  i vj  lib  i 'H  V rOTt  : '■  ; * .) 

Scene  art  Anti-chamber  near  theGo'vernours  Apartment, 

Phorfano.  Jofxno.  [difguis’d.  ’A  t 

Pkorf  rO  much  thy  manly  port,  thy  daring  afpe£V, 

O The  Fires  which  fparkle  in  thy  Eyes  have  charm’d 
That  neither  thy  Complexion  nor  thy  Chains,  (me. 

Can  make  me  think  that  thou  wer’t  born  a Slave  : 

But  haft  a Soul  above.thy  vile  Condition, 

Which  to  the  boldeft  aftiohs  would  infpire  thee 
Were  Liberty  in  view. 

Jop.  Is  there  a Deed  more  dreadful  than  the  la  ft. 

More  cruel  to  be  done, at  your  Command, 

Again  this  Steel  fball  drench  its  felf  in  Blood, 

And  Liberty  alone  be  my  Reward. 

For  nothing’s  to  the  Brave  lb  dear  as  freedom. 

Danger  and  Death  for  this  they  will  difpife, 

And  purchafe  with  their  Lives  their  Native  right. 

Phot,  To  One  like  thee,  lb  fenfible  of  Slavery, 

How  grievous  muft  it  be  to  drag  thy  Chain  ? 

Tug  at  the  Oar,  and  every  Minute  feel 
The  Whip  plough  odious  furrows  in  thy  Flefh, 

For  a Fools  Anger  or  a Drunkards  Mirth  ; 

Sure  if  occafion  offer’d  thou  wond’ft  choofe 
To  be  the  Mafter  of  thy  felf,  and  live 
In  plenty,  rather  than  to  pine  with  want. 

Jop..  What  defp’rate  talk  ? What  perilous  attempt  ? 

W hat  W onders  to  be  free*cou’d  1 perform  ? 

I fhou’d  deferve  my  Bonds,  a Villains  lafh 
To  labour  Ages  at  the  Oar,  if  Fear 
Cou’d  daunt  me  in  the  way  which  leads  to  freedom. 


Phot \ 
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Phot.  How  long  has  Fortune  dealt  fo  bafely  by  thee  ? 

J op.  Too  long,  if  but  a Day,  to  live  in  Bonds. 

Phor.  Who  made  thee  firft  a Slave  ? 

Jop.  The  Man  you  Love, 

He  took  me  in  the  Ship  with  one  who  now 
Lyes  bury’d  in  the  Deep,  till  then  my  Fate 
Was  kinder,  but  I mult  not  here  complain. 

Phor.  Has  he  diftinguifh’d  thee  from  other  Slaves 
To  ufe  thee  ill  / Confefs,  and  I perhaps 
May  find  a way  to  right  thy  felf  and  me. 

Jop.  If  want,  inceffant  toil,  if  whips  and  wounds 
Are  reafon  of  complaint,  there’s  not  a wretch 
Who  lels  delerv’d  or  fuffer’d  more  than  I ; 

Till  my  laft  Service  rais’d  me  from  the  Oar 
To  taft  of  eafe,  and  to  my  pains  return. 

Phor.  From  him  indeed  thou  muft  expe£t  the  worft. 

Thou  know’ll  his  Guilt,  and  whilftthou  liv’ft  his  Soul 
Can  ne’re  have  peace,  nor  while  he  breaths  will  mine. 

Thou  canft  not  hate  him,  nor  art  injur’d  more 
Tho’  Prudence,  Intereft  and  Revenge  require 
His  Life  from  thee ; or  thine  is  not  lecure. 

This  to  encourage  thee  I give  thee  now  : [Gold. 

To  Africa  or  A ft  a I’ll  tranfport  thee 

With  Wealth  above  thy  wilh  or  expectation. 

By  thee  this  Night  he  Dyes. 

Jop.  This  Night,  my  Lord. 

Phor.  This  Hour 1 faw  him  pafs  to  yon  Apartment. 

Wait  his  return,  befure  thou  doll  not  fail, 

And  when  the  deed  is  done  retire  to  me, 

I’le  lee  thee  lafe,  and  well  reward  thy  Service. [Exit. 

Jop.  If  ’twere  allow’d  us  to  dilpute  with  Heav’n, 

We  might  now  argue  why  theMurd’rer  lives. 

Why  the  Earth  yawns  not  to  involve  him  quick, 

Why  Lightnings  do  not  blaft,  nor  Thunders  tear  him, 

Nor  Nature  into  wild  Convullions  ftart 
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To  fee  the  Monfter  {he  produc’d. 

Murder  his  Friend  juft  clear  of  his  embrace, 

With  Blelfings  kind  as  from  a Brothers  Lips. 

Kill  his  Virotto  ! Oh  inhumane  Governour  ! [Enter  Ifla. 
But  He  and  Cyprus fhall  be  lafe  e’re  Morn. 

JJJa.  Ha, Who  art  thou  that  in  this  Hour  of  Night, 

Art  meditating  Death, a Moor, and  Arm’d  ? 

W hole  Fate  is  next  ? Whole  Murder  is  refolv’d  ? 

Say,  how  can  Cyprus  e’re  the  Morn  be  fafe  ? 

Nay  do  not  ftart,  thy  Life  is  in  my  pow’r. 

Is  there  a way  to  free  us  from  the  Tyrant  ? 

The  treafiires  of  this  Ille  {hall  then  be  thine. 

And  I who  never  wasefteem’d  the  leaft 
Will  own  thee  for  my  Friend.— — 

Jop.  Oh  Woman,  Woman  ! 

IJfa.  Why  doft  thou  tremble,  can  an  Jfrick  Robber 
Bred  up  with  Savages  and  Beafts  of  Prey  ? 

Canft  thou,  by  Nature  cruel  fhrink  at  things, 

The  lofteft  of  her  Sex  undaunted  Names. 

Jop.  Not  you  alone  this  Sable  has  deceiv’d,. 

Too  fondof your  Complexions,  you  believe 

Our  looks  deform’d,  and  think  our  Minds  the  fame : 

Yet  oft  behind  this  Cloud  there  Ihines  a Soul, 

The  brightnels  of  whole  Rays  wou’d  ftrike  you  blind. 

If  you  o’re  heard  my  vow,  you  know  for  what 
That  Solemn  Oath  was  made  : But  how  can  you 
The  lofteft  of  your  Sex,  and  lure  thefaireft  ; 

How  can  you  yield  to  dip  thole  hands  in  Blood  ?. 

What  are  your  wrongs  ? 

Iff  a.  And  what  art  thou  that  askft  me  ? 

Enough  that  I command  it  to  be  done, 

Durft  thoudifpute  my  Will  whole  Trade  is  Death  ? 

If  thou  art  paid  what  matter’s  it  by  whom, 

©r  in  whole  Breaft  the  fatal  Steel  is  plung’d  ? 

J'op.  What  Barbarous  Man  can  Merit  this  from  you, 
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Whom  but  in  thought  to  injure  is  a fin, 

To  punifli  which,  whole  Nations  ought  to  Arm  ; 

For  once  I law  the  wonders  of  your  Vertue, 

That  neither  Liberty  nor  Life  cou’d  tempt  you 
To  leave  the  kindeit,  and  the  trueft  Husband. 

IJfa.  Whence  comes  it  ? I forget  my  Native  Pride, 

To  argue  with  a wretch  below  my  lcorn  ? 

Whence  that  my  Ear  delights  to  hear  his  Voice, 

And  my  heart  Kftens  to  kirn  as  to  one 
It  long  has  known,  and  wou’d  again  converfe  with 
Thy  looks  indeed  deceiv’d  me,  for  thy  miad 
Deierv’d  a nobler  Dwelling  ; wert  thou  then 
A witnefs  of  my  forrow  ? tell  me,  ft  ranger, 

Wert  thou  then  there,  and  didft  thou  know  that  Husband  ? 

Jop.  1 knew,  and  tho’  he  was  my  Foe  ador’d  him, 
Who  that  had  felt  the  mighty  Pow’r  of  Love  y 
And  law  his  tenderneft,  his  care  of  you. 

Who  cou’d  forbear  to  pity  your  diftrels  ? 

I then  was  happy,  I had  then  a Wife 
Young  and  to  me,  at  leaft.  She  feem’d  a Beauty, 

Whom  my  Soul  lov’d  aboye  the  hopes  of  Heav’n. 

And  as  I thought,  by  whom  I was  belov’d 
On  her,  when  I beheld  your  Fate,  I look’d, 

I dreaded,  that  your  danger  might  be  Her’s, 

And  fear’d  if  She  could  Conquer  it  like  you. 

Juft  were  my  fears  at  laft  the  Danger  came, 

For  one  I trufted  as  a Friend,  has  Rob’d  me, 

Of  all  which  made  my  Life,  and  toil  a pleafure. 

IJJ'a.  Now  by  my  difmal  View  of  wnatis  paft, 

His  ftory  is  as  Daggers  to  my  Heart, 

Which  wounds  me  with  its  likenels  to  my  own. 

Where  is  this  falfa  one,  this  ingrate? 

Jop.  She  fled. 

Bar  with  the  Raviliher,  and  liv’d  in  plenty  ; 

While  I to  want  and  Chains  abandon’d,  pin’d  ! 
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For  labour  ufeiefs,  yet  to  labour  forc’d 
By  Whips  and  Staves,  till  Oh  the  guilty  Price  ! 

My  freedom  by  the  Nobleft  blood  was  purchas’d. 

IJfa.  What  have  I heard,  it  mu  ft,  it  muft  be  his, 
Oh  all  you  Pow’rs  ! whoever  was_  fo  wretched 
To  blels  my  Husbands  Butcher  with  his  joys, 

And  fleep  contented  in  the  Traytors  Arms. 

And  how  canft  thou  excufe  thy  guilt,  as  done 
Without  thy  knowledge  or  content  ? *tis  faile, 

Hadft  thou  confulted  with  thy  reafon  more, 

Or  hearkned  to  the  Vifions  of  thy  fear, 

Which  check’d  the  guilty  Raptures  of  the  Night, 

And  mingled  with  thy  foft  polluted  Dreams. 

This  truth  had  fboner  been  reveal’d,  and  Fate 
Finifh’d  ; the  bufinels  of  this  bloody  hour. 

Say  ! and,  if  Life  can  tempt  thee,  be  fincerc. 

Say  ! was  not  he  whofe  tendernefs  and  care 

Inclin’d  thee  once  to  piety  ; was  not  he 

The  fame  whole  Noble  blood  thy  hand  has  Ipilt  ? 

Jop.  Madam,  my  Life  depends  upon  my  filence. 
Bound  by  a lacred  Oath  to  keep  the  fecret ; 

Which  to  unfold,  wou’d  throw'  you  to  defpair, 
Spoil  your  new  Plealures,  and  Eternal  Peace. 

IJfa.  I dare  not  ask  him  more,  for  ev’ry  word, 
Dilcovers  what  is  death  for  me  to  know, 

And  not  to  know  it  worfe. 

Confefs  by  whole  Commiffion  thou  haft  done 
A deed  ev’n  blacker  than  thy  Odious  Fprm ; 

Yet  have  a care  to  own  the  Crime  was  thine, 

For  by  the  Horrors  of  my  Guilt,  I Ivvear 
By  him  whole  gaping  wounds  arefrefh  before  me  ; 
My  vengeance  lhall  be  terrible  to  Fame, 

And  future  Ages  tremble  at  the  ftcry. 

Speak,  is  Phorfano , is  my  Husband  guiltlels  ? 

j fop.  Her  Husband,  can  I hear  that  word  and  live  .<? 
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IJfa.  Tell  me  ; did  Jopano  dye  at  Venice, 

At  Sea,  or  was  he  Murder’d  ? 

Jop.  I have  laid 

Too  much,  tho’  fince  you  force  me  ft  ill  to  fpeak. 

He  was,  and  by  the  Governours  Command. 

My  felf  a witnefs  of  his  Death  .• 

IJfa.  For  ever  blafted  be  thy  fight. 

Thy  Tongue  accurs’d. 

May  all  the  Plagues  which  ever  vext  the  World, 

In  one  united,  on  the  Murd’rer  fall 
And  ruin  univerfal  wait  on  mine. 

Jop.  To  them  by  whom  he  Dy’d  you  owe  your  Power, 
Your  Glory,  Riches  and  exalted  State ; 

By  this  you  are  become  the  firft  in  Cyprus, 

To  Live  in  equal  Pomp  with  Eaflern  Qyeens ; 

Whatever  they  delerve  themfelves,  their  Gift 
Sure  merits  fbmething  kinder  than  a Curie. 

IJfa.  This  Slave  may  yet  be  uieful  in  my  vengeance,. 
And  I muft  footh  him,  till  my  work  is  done. 

A dreadful  work  for  Nature  and  my  Sex, 

A deadly  Potion  for  my  thirfty  Soul ; 

But  fixt  as  Fates  unalterable  will, 

And  ends  in  death  the  Cure  of  all  my  woes. 

Forgive  me  floneft  Moor  ! I was  to  blame, 

Did  I not  hear  thee  vow  when  firft  we  met, 

That  Cyprus  ere  the  Morning  ihould  be  iafe  ? 

To  Night  revenge  me  on  my  cruel  Husband, 

Revenge  the  Murder’d  Jopano. 

And  half  this  Wealth  for  thy  reward  is  thine, 

I’ll  be  the  fair  Companion  of  thy  flight ; 

A gentle  Miftrefs,  and  a faithful  Friend.  [Smiling. 

Jop.  She’s  Infamous  by  Heav’n  ! But  I muft  hafte, 

Time  waftes,  and  Fate  has  mighty  things  to  do : 

So  much  the  promife  of  your  favour  won  me ; 
four  will  fhall  be  obey’d. 
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Iff*.  That  paffage  there  Condu&s  to  my  Appartment 

Bring  me  the  welcome  News,  and  when  ’tis  done, 
Thence  with  the  treafure  we  may  both  efcape. 

Jop.  Oh  from  what  height  of  Vertue  is  She  fal’n, 

Into  the  loweft  depths  of  Sin  and  Shame  ! 

They  Dye The  Tray  tor  and  the  Traytrefs  Dye ; 

Her  laft  contrivance  puts  ’em  in  my  pow’r, 

And  I on  both  fhall  riot  my  revenge. 

Enter  Virotto. 

Virotto!  Why  with  this  deje&ed  mien  ? 

Thou  haft  no  forrows  of  thy  own  ; thy  heart 
Shou’d  have  no  room  but  for  approaching  Blits. 

Vir.  Oh  Jopano ! fince  we  parted  laft, 

Should  I declare  the  Vifion  I have  teen, 

’T wou’d  fink  thee  lower  than  thou  yet  art  fal’n. 

Jop.  Tell  toe,  for  I’m  to  meet  the  worft  prepar’d, 
The  worft  already  I have  met  and  heard  : 

My  Wife  confets  her  Treaton,  Court  a Moor 
With  impious  fmiles,  to  kill  the  Man  the  hates 
And  thus  revenge  my  Death. 

Vir.  Or  rather  thus, 

Her  telf ; for  I am  wrong’d  as  well  as  thou  : 

The  Tyrant  will  not  be  content  with  one. 

Scarce  the  whole  Sex  can  cool  liis  hot  defires. 

But  Wives  and  Virgins  to  his  Luft  muft  yield;, 

Lucinda  is  like  'Ijfamenea  chang’d, 

And  faithlels  both  as  we  are  both  nnhappy. 

Jo.  Ha  ! If  thou  art  not  of  my  Houle  afham’d. 
Beware  Virotto  ! do  not  touch  that  thought, 

’Tis  poylon  to  our  Friendfhip. 

1 yet  am  willing  to  believe  thee  honeft, 

Tho’  the  leaft  doubt  againft  my  Sifters  Honour, 

Will  force  me  with  the  rancour  of  thy  Foe,' 

To  tell  thee  that  ’tis  fa  lie. 

So  well  I know  the  fecrets  of  her  Heart ; 

There’s  not  a Saint  whole  wilhes  are  more  pure. 
Nor  Life  more  innocent  than  Hers. 


( 33  ) 

Vir.  So  fond  am  I to  think  in  this  like  you, 

That  rather  than  fufpeft  Lucindas  truth, 

To  truft  my  Eyes  or  Ear  I fhou’d  refufe  : 

Yet  oh  ! if  any  one  but  She  had  met 

The  Ravifher  alone  at  Even,  and  kifs’d 

And  clafp’d  him  in  the  darknefs  of  a Grove. 

Had  I o’re  heard  her  jealous  Sifter  tell  her, 

She  faw  their  eager  Kifles,  their  Embraces, 

And  the  fair  Criminal  fhould  anfwer. 

She  nere  had  ventur’d  had  fhe  known  him  there. 
What  Jopano  woud’ft  thou  have  me  think  ? 

Jop.  That  Woman  was  defign’d  at  her  Craarion, 
To  be  too  cunning  and  too  fair  for  Man  : 

’Fwas  to  remove  thee  ; I’m  imploy’d  and  paid 
To  kill  thee,  by  my  faithful  Confbrt  hir’d 
To  ftab  the  Adultrer ; do  I look  a Villain 
Fit  for  the  mifchiefs  of  this  dreadful  Night  ? 

Enter  Lucinda,  Zarma. 

Luc.  Hence  Zjrma,  let  us  leave  this  horrid  Manfion, 
And  to  the  next  Religious  fly  for  fafety  ; 

The  Air’s  contagious  and  the  Houfe  accurft : 

Whom  can  I cruft,  from  whom  expert  defenle. 

Where  look  for  Juftice  for  my  Brother’s  death  ? 

His  Friend  forfakes  him,  and  too  much  I fear, 

Forfook  him  e’re  he  dy’d  ; he  could  not  elle 
Have  been  fo  cruel,  fo  unjuft  to  me 

Jop.  To  you ! If  you  are  Jop  two's  Sifter  ; 

He  dying  bad  me  fay,  remember  well 
How  tenderly  he  bred  you  from  a Child, 

How  much  he  lov’d,  how  well  he  taught  your  Youth ; 
And  have  a care  you  injure  not  his  name. 

Luc.  From  him  a Meflage  tho’  it  comes  by  thee, 

Will  be  moft  welcome  in  this  hour  of  woe. 

Jop.  Ask  her,  he  cry’d,  if  She  has  well  oblerv’d 
This  Leffon,  that  ’tis  Vertue  only  makes 
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A Woman  lovely,  for  when  that  is  loft 
By  thofe  She  was  Ador’d,  fhe’l  be  defpis’d. 

Tell  her,  if  ever  fhe  has  err’d,  my  Gboft 

By  Day  fhall  haunt  her  walks,  by  Night  her  dreams. 

If  in  her  fecret  wilhes  fhe  has  fin’d  : 

May  Sicknefs  wafte  her  Beauty,  Scorn  her  Pride, 

And  Curies  heavy  as  her  Crimes  o’re  take  her. 

Luc.  Are  theft  the  Bleffings  of  a tender  Brother  ? ' 

Theft  the  Iaft  wifhes  of  a dying  Friend  ? 

One  who  was  well  acquainted  with  my  heart 
And  knew  it,  never  cou’d  offend  in  this. 

Joo.  Have  you  preftrv’d  the  riches  of  your  Youth  f 
Inviolate  the  Honour  of  your  Houft, 

And  fpotlefs  as  he  left,  is  your  Fame  ? 

Luc.  W hat  fawey  wretch  ulurps  aright  o’re  me, 

To  queftion  me  of  things  my  Soul  abhors,. 

A trick  the  poor  invention  of  Virotto. 

Can  his  baft  jealoufie  deftend  fo  low. 

To  fee  me  thus  iofulted  by  a Slave  > 

Jop.  Advance  thou  witnels  of  her  Shame  and  Falfhood, 
Confound  her  with  the  proofs  of  her  difhonour  ; 

With  her,  the  bufinefs  of  the  Night  begins 
In  her  Lifts  blood  I’ll  wipe  away  the  ftain 
She  fixes  on  our  name.  For  know  DifTembler, 

Thy  Brother  lives  in  ms,  thy  injur’d  Brother ; 

Who  tho’  he  lov’d  thee  like  a Father  once, 

Now  hates  the  more  than  ev’n  his  perjur’d  Wife, 

And  his  juft  Vengeance-  thus  begins  on.  thee. 

Luc.  My  Brother  ! [/*&]  {Offers  to  fid  her. 

Vir.  Hold  Jopam\  hear  her  e re  She  dyes,  {Held  bj  Virv 
Who  can  behold  that  mourning  Beauty  thus 
And  fuft’er  her  to  bleed  ? Who  fee  her  tears, 

Her  Charming  forrow,  and  not  fed  his  pity  ; 

Melt  at  the  fight,  and  fwear The  fhali  not  Dye. 

Jop.  Off  ! if  thou  woud’ft,  thy  ftlfcfcape  my  fury. 
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If  thou  woud’ft  have  me  think  thy  ftory  true, 

Leave  me  Grotto,  leaft  I melt  like  thee. 

And  to  thy  ruin  I believe  her  guiltlefs. 

Vir.  Believe  me  what  thou  wilt,  believe  me  faHe, 

But  thus  I’ll  hold  thee,  till  thy  Sifter’s  fafe. 

Luc.  Thus  too  I’ll  hold  him,  hang  about  his  Knees, 
Crawl  on  the  Earth,  till  he  has  heard  my  Vow, 

Not  that  I fear  to  Dye  or  wifh  to  Live. 

With  joy  when  I have  juftify’d  my  Vertue, 

I’ll  meet  the  threatned  wound. 

Death  will  be  plealant  by  a Brother’s  Sword, 

With  my  cold  Lips  I’ll  kifs  his  bloody  Hands, 

And  as  our  Mother  Dying  bleft  us,  blefs  him. 

j fop.  Off ! And  for  ever  let  me  fling  thee  from  mm 
Unworthy  of  my  Rage,  I’ll  fpurn  and  leave  thee. 

To  perifh  by  defpair.  But  tnat  I know 

The  untainted  Honour,  of  the  Saint  who  bore  the#, 

I fhou’d  believe  thee  of  a fpurious  race, 

A htftful  Mercenary  Beggars  Brat, 

And  throw  thee  as  a Viper  from  my  Bofom. 

Luc.  Hear  me  ye  Powr’s  / If  I have  lin’d  in  word 
Or  wifh,  and  have  not  like  a Virgin  liv’d. 

Blefs  me,  or  Curfe  me  as  I fwear  for  ever. 

Speak  Zjtrma  ! thou  Wert  with  me  in  the  Grove, 

The  fad  Companion  of  my  grief ; for  what 
Were  we  then  there  ? 

To  Mourn  a Cruel  Brother. 

Vir  to  Lucinda. Hence  quickly  Hence, I hear  Phorfand's  voice 
Retire,  with  us  his  fatal  to  be  found.  [Phor.  within  alls  to 
Luc.  Were  I that  guilty  one  which  you  pretend  [Servants. 
In  your  Dcrtruttion,  I might  now  be  fate  ; 

But  as  I keep  the  fecret,  think  me  true. 

Vir.  Say,  you  juft  enter’d  as  the  Moor  had  feiz’d  me. 
And  when  he  was  about  to  killme,fhriek’d.  [Enter  Phct.&c. 
Phor.  Whence  this  Confufion  and  this  Midnight  node  ? [Thet 
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Luc.Virotto  was  aflkulted  by  the  Moor ; [fir  aggie. Luc  j brieks . 
And  but  your  coming  hinder’d,  had  been  Murder’d. 

Phor.  Away  to  my  Apartment  with  the  Slave,  [ Jop  carry' & off 
By  Tortures  or  Rewards,  I’ll  there  indeavour 
To  know  who  urg’d  him  to  the  dcfp’rate  deed. 

Whom  have  you  lately  injur’d  ? 

Vtr,  None  but  him. 

Perhaps  he  fancies  I have  been  fevere, 

And  of  his  fortune  Proud,  wou’d  now  revenge  it. 

Phor.  The  Villain  fball  be  made  a dire  Example 
To  fright  his  fellows  from  fuch  black  Attempts. 

To  morrow'  we’ll  rejoyce  in  your  efcape, 

And  as  the  Senates  laft  difpatch  Commands 

Declare  you  Admiral  of  our  Fleet,  ’tis  late 

For  Beautys  to  be  wakeing  and  abroad.  [to  Luc.  Anger  Iff 

Farewel  ! [Exit  without. 

Vir.  You  fee  he’s  careful  of  your  Health  and  Eafe, 

’Tis  time  he  thinks,  for  Beauties  to  retire. 

And  rather  than  your  wakening  fhou’d  offend -you. 

No  queftion,  he  would  lead  you  to  your  reft  ; 

Be  watchful  of  your  Sleep  and  blefs  your  Dreams, 

Luc.  Is  nor  my  Brothers  Fury  nor  his  Wrongs, 

His  hard  Reproaches,  fharper  to  my  Ear 
Than  Daggers  to  my  Heart.  Is  this  from  him 
Whom  living  I have  found  to  fee  him  bleed  ? 

This,  all  too  little  to  deftroy  my  peace 
And  make  me  wretched,  as  thy  Soul  can  wife 
The  Honour  of  a Virgin,  whom  thou  feeft 
Expos’d  to  Violence  and,  fhameful  Force, 

Shou’d  rather  urge  thee  to  defend  my  Vertue, 

Than  bafely  thus  to  wound  me  with  thy  malice. 

What  other  Ufage  con’d  I hope  from  thee  f 
Who  was  it  in  thy  nature  to  oblige  me  ? 

Thou  from  this  Hour  woud’ft  never  fee  more. 

Fir.  To  part  pretences  may  be  found  with  eafe, 
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When  Love  is  weary  of  the  vows  it  made ; 

Gou’d  I obey  you,  I might  quickly  fee 
Your  change  feverely  by  my  Foe  reveng’d  .• 

But  now  to  leave  you  cruel  as  you  are 
Wou’d  more  torment  my  felf  than  punifh  you. 

No,  tho’  ungrateful  ! you  my  ferviee  feorn, 

This  faithful  arm  to  Night  fhall  be  your  guard. 

For  Hell’s  at  work  and  in  his  Eyes  I fee 
There’s  mifehief  in  his  Soul  too  foul  to  name ; 

Luc.  As  Death  is  not  the  greateft  ill  I fear, 

I know  to  dve,  and  will  in  that  befafe  : 

If  for  protection  1 fhou’d  fly  to  you, 

Hereafter  you’ll  upbraid  me  with  you  Zeal  • 

And  ask  Rewards;  to  generous  Merit  due 
To  one,  who  would  with  equal  care  defend 
My  Fame  from  (lander,  and  my  Sex  from  force. 

Vir.  Love  will  be  viftor,  and  I mu  ft  fubmit ; 

Hence  with  my  doubts,  the  ruin  of  my  hopes. 

If  woman  e’re  was  innocent  ’tis  fhe. 

Can  you--  But  how  fhall  I implore  your  Pardon 
So  much  offended,  let  my  Life  attone, 

For  Life  without  forgivenefs  is  a Curfe, 

And  I have  Sinn’d  too  much  to  look  for  Mercy. 

Luc  So  early  jeklous  you  have  made  me  wife, 

And  frighted  ms  from  trufting  one  I fear. 

Vir.  Is  there  no  way,  no  hopes  of  fa  your  left  ? 

Muft  we  be  ftrangers  (fill  and  Friends  no  more  ? 

Oh  had  you  lov’d  indeed,  to  fee  my  pains 
My  fears,  my  penitence,  unfeign’d  and  juft, 

’Twou’d  move  you  both  to  pity  and  forgive, 

■ And  all  may  be  forgot  and  we  be  happy. 

Luc.  Twice  from  your  friendfhip  I’ve  my  Life  receiv’d  j 
Yet  he  that  kill’d  me  wou’d  be  more  my  friend 
Than  he  that  Robb’d  me  of  my  Virgin  Fame  ; 

Whato’re  was  due  before  this  laft  affront. 

Has  paid  the  debt  and  now  I owe  you  nothing. 

Vir 


I 


r 38 ) 

Vir.  What  Man  can  love,  and  yet  be  always  wife, 

So  nigh  the  Blcffing,  who  could  fear  the  leaft 
To  lofe  his  wifh  and  not  grow  Mad  like  me  ? 

Luc.  Muft  I for  your  diftempers  be  the  talk, 

The  laughter  of  the  World  ? But  fare  this  hour 
Were  better  for  my  Brothers  fafety  {'pent  .• 

His  danger  callsyou  to  his  fpeedy  aid, 

Your  care  of  him  will  prove  youf  Love  to  me. 

And  in  your  fervicc  I forget  your  Crime. 

I'ir.  Our  Friend  this  Night’s  contriving  how  to  get 
His  Wife  aboard  the  Fleet : If  Fortune  fmiles 
To  morrow  we  will  part  for  Venice,  all 
There  to  inform  the  Senate  how  this  Iflc 
Beneath  Phorfano's  Tyranny  has  groan’d. 

I’le  wait  on  yours  and  Jopam *’s  Fate, 

I’le  leek  and  watch  your  Brother,  leaft  he  turns 

The  Fury  on  himfelf  which  now 

He  aims  at  them : expeft  me  with  you  foon. 

My  Duty  wakeful  as  the  Tyrants  Lull, 

Luc.  May  your  good  Angels  guard  you  from  his  Trealbns; 
Nor  Earth  nor  Hell  again!!  yourcaufe  prevail. 

Help ’em  ye  Saints  Propitious  todiftrds, 

Dir«&  the  Winds  to  drive  us  from  this  fhore. 

And  never  ;»iay  we  Land  on  Cyprus  more. 

Ihe  end  of  the  Fourth  Aft* 
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ACT  V. 

Scene  lfiameneas  Apartment , Jhe  is  dijcover'd  leaning 
on  a Table , a Bowl , a Dagger  and  a Casket  by  her. 


l(famr»e.  Sola. 

IF  fudi  as  Intreft  or  Revenge dcftroy’d 

Knew  how  their  Foes  are  tortur’d  by  remorfe, 

Enough  they  would  believe ’em  punifb’d  here, 

Nor  wilh  ’em  for  their  pains  a future  Hell. 

What  are  the  terrors  of  the  Damn’d  to  this 
Their  Seas  of  Sulphur,  and  their  Lakes  of  Fire 
To  guilt  of  Murder,  andtofulldelpair? 

Yet  Innocent  my  felf : for  what  fhould  I 
Repent  of  others  Sins,  or  bear  their  wounds  ? 

Pborfano  did  it Curfe  my  fatal  Beauty, 

His  hands  but  a£led  what  my  Eyes  infpir’d. 

To  make  me  his — My  Friend,  my  Husband  dy’d, 

.4nd  y ielding  to  be  his,  the  Crime  is  mine. 

Oh  Jopano  ! If  in  word  or  with 
I once  confented  to  thy  Death,  may  Heav’n 
Shut  its  bright  Gates,  and  drive  my  guilty  Soul 
From  Blils  and  thine  for  ever.  This  my  Pray’r, 

And  this  the  fureft  witnels  of  my  truth,  [Sbt  drinks. 

Yet  ftill  his  Ghoft  for  further  Vengeance  cries 
The  Murd’rer  lives.  I hear  and  will  obey  thee,  [ Enter  Jap, 
The  Moor  return’d.  Weil  where’s  the Governour, 

Reds  he  fecure  and  are  thefe  treafures  thine  ? 

jfo/>.  Had  1 believ’d  you  meant  to  be  obey’d, 

This  Steel  e’re  this  had  cut  his  thread  of  Life. 

But  oft  when  Women  fancy  they  are  wrong’d 
Such  as  have  fcrv’d’em  in  their  wrath  have  found 
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Tliemfelves  condemn’d,  and  whom  they  punifh’d  prais’d. 

IJfa.  Thou  talk’ll:  as  if  thou,badft  forgot  the  price ; 

My  Gold,  my  felf  and  Liberty,  were  thefe 

Too  weak  to  Combat  with  thy  fears.  Bale  Coward  / 

But  there  are  others  who  for  iefs  reward 
Will  rid  me  of  my  Foes,  and  thee  the  worft. 

Jop.  Cou’d  you  convince  me  when  your  will’s  perform’d, 
I might  at  leal!  expect  to  be  forgiven ; 

You  foon  fhau’d  be  content,  but  if ’t  were  done, 

And  you  too  late  repent  his  hafty  doom, 

How  then  fiiall  I efoape,  cr  hope  for  Mercy  ? 

IJfa.  Canii  thou  imagine  I fhould  mourn  for  him 
Who  Robb’d  me  of  my  Husband  and  my  Honour  ? 

Jop.  Do  you  net  Love,  nor  hate  you  never  Lov’d  him  ? 
Perhaps  his  changing  Nature  has  provok’d  you. 

And  all  this  boafted  Fury  is  no  more 
Than  mean  relentment  for  your  flighted  Love. 

For  fore  the  Man  who  in  a Night  prevail’d, 

Mull  have  more  Charms  than  one  as  foon  forgot. 

IJfa.  True His  ingratitude  at  firft  aMarm’d  me, 

But  when  I knew  his  Treafon  to  his  Friend, 
flow  guilty  he  had  made  himfelf,  and  me, 

It  ftruck  my  Soul  with  Horror  and  Remorfe, 

And  what  was  Vengeance  then, is  Juftice  now. 

Jop.  Has  he  not  plac’d  you  on  the  height  of  Glory, 

And  declFt  you  like  the  Goddefs  of  this  Ifle, 

While  Jopano  by  his  daily  care 

Cou’d  lcarce  fopportyou  in  his  humble  ftate, 

For  Love  was  all  the  Fortune  he  cou’d  boaft  ? 

IJfa.  No  more. 

As  well  thou  mayft  compare  that  odious  Face 

To  this, or  what  is  faireft  in  oar  Sex, 

As  let  the  Monftertomy  view  with  him. 

In  him  was  ev’ry  Vertue,  ev’ry  Grace, 

As  ev’ry  Vice  is  in  his  Rival  found 
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Begone, and  merit  by  his  Death  to  live. 

j fop.  Will  this  too  morrow  be  your  dire  Command  ? 

If]  a.  Too  morrow  ? by  the  Terrors  of  my  Soul, 

Or  He  or  Thou  (halt  ere  the  Morning  bleed. 

Oh  ! hadft  thou  always  been  as  wife  as  now. 

As  Loath  to  dip  thy  hands  in  Blood,  my  Lord, 

My  Love,  my  Jopano,  had  been  mine. 

This  Night  had  now  renew’d  our  Bridal  Joys  ; 

Thefe  Arms  embrac’d  him  with  fupream  delight, 

We  had  now  met  and  never  parted  more. 

Again  we  loon  ilia  11  meet,  look  there  — I fee  him  [She  rum 
He  skims  before  my  Eyes  a Ghaftly  fhade  : [to  him, be  avoids 

I have  him,- — nay  indeed  you  lhall  not  leave  me ; [her. 
To  Bed  my  Lord,  ’tis  late  and  I am  fick. 

Jop.  She  raves,  and  I mull  flatter  her  Difeafe  : 

Peace,  Madam,  all  is  well,  fuppofe  it  done. 

JJfa.  Swear,  — fince  to  doubt  it,  drives  me  to  Diftraftion? 
Swear,  that  thy  Dagger  pierc’d  the  Traytors  heart, 

And  view  the  World  of  wealth  which  then  is  thine,  [joints  to 
Jop.  I fwear,  the  Tray  tor  by  this  Dagger  fell,  [the  Casket. 
And  you  and  all  thefe  Treafures  are  my  own.  [Seiges  it. 

Iff  a.  The  deadly  Draught,  or  elfe  my  fears  o’ercome  me, 
My  trembling  Arm  abhors  the  Bloody  deed ; 

Inlpire  me  Furies  ! with  your  frantick  Rage, 

Roufe  all  that’s  Cruel  in  my  nature  ! This  [Stabs  him  twice . 
For  Jopano,  — for  my  Husband,  — This 
Jop.  Hold  IJfamenea,  Hold,  ’Tis  thou  in  me, 

Haft  pierc’d  the  faithful  Heart  of  Jopano  : 

Ah  / hadft  thou  lov’d  me  as  thou  oft  haft  fworn, 

No  Ihape  nor  no  dilguife  cou’d  hide  me  from  thee  j 
But  by  thy  Fallhood  and  thy  Pride,  eftrang’d 
My  very  Image  in  thy  Soul,  is  loft, 

And  I for  one  who  loaths  thee  am  forgot. 

Enter  Virotto. 

Virotto.  Oh  Jopano  ! Ha  fupport  me  Heav’n  ! 
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What  has  my  Brother  in  his  Madnefs  done? 

Whence  did  thefe  wounds,  this  mighty  ruin  come. 

Jop.  From  the  dire  fource  of  all  my  woes,  my  Wife 
Behold  her  tteei,  yet  reeking  with  my  Blood, 

.And  pitty  if  thou  canft  thy  Dying  Friend. 

Fir.  Oh  thou  moll  Loft  ! moll  miferable  Woman ! 
Strike  quickly,  ftrike  the  Dagger  to  thy  Heart, 

Leaft  in  my  Fury  I forget  my  Sex, 

And  ftab  thee  in  difhonour  of  my  Name. 

Iff*.  ’Tis  Vifion,  all  the  wild  effe&s  of  Rage, 

The  airy  Dreams  of  my  diftemper’d  Brain, 

My  Husband,  Ha  ! to  doubt  it  is  Damnation ; 

Ye  Pow’rs  ! if  you  have  fuffer’d  this  to  be, 

Where  are  your  Lightnings  and  your  bolts  of  Fire  ? 
Why  ftand  I thus  to  brave  Eternal  Juftice. 

Fir.  I fear’d  this  fatal  blow  from  thy  defpair, 

I /ought  thee  to  prevent  it,  tho’  too  late  : 

Thy  Sifter’s  danger  claim’d  my  equal  care, 

Or  this  had  never  been,  and  thou  had’ft  liv’d  : 

See,  See,  thou  wretchedft  of  thy  Sex,  to  what 
Thy  cruel  Jealoufy  and  damn'd  Ambition, 

Have  brought  the  beft  of  Husbands  and  of  Friends, 
The  Nobleft,  Kindeft  Man  that  ever  liv’d. 

Iff*.  Grant,  Grant,  that  this  indeed  may  be  a dream, 
Or  if  ’tis  more,  Oh  ftrike  me  to  the  Centre  ! 

No  torments  can  be  worfe, 

Than  what  I feel  and  fear. 

Jop.  If  I had  once  forgot  my  Marriage  Vow, 

The  mutual  Joys  that  bleft  our  Nuptial  Bed  ; 

If  tempted  by  the  W ealth  of  Indian  Queens, 

My  Soul  had  liftned  to  their  vile  requeft. 

And  I had  yielded  thee  to  Death;  thefe  Wounds, 

Thefe  Sluces  flowing  from  the  fprings  of  Life ; 

Thefe  mortal  Agonies  had  then  been  juft, 

But  from  a Wife  belov’d,  and  dear  like  thee; 
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My  early  vifh  and  blefling  of  my  Youth, 

From  Iffamenea. 

Iff  a.  ’Tis  He,  ’Tis  Jopano,  He  himfelf, 

My  Steel  is  in  his  Heart,  Oh  hide  me  from  him  ! 

Ye  Walls,  Ye  Pillars,  from  your  Bafis  ftart, 

And  crufh  me  with  your  Fall  Ye  Vaulted  Roofs  ! 

Earth  ope,  and  living  in  thy  Womb  involve  me  i 
Confuficn  leize  me,  Madnefs  wafte  my  Reafon, 

That  I may  never,  never  think  again. 

Fir.  Curie  thy  Repentance  and  diifembled  Grief, 

Thy  Tears  as  falfe  as  ever  were  thy  Smiles : 

Curie ! 

Jop.  Hold  Firotto,  tho’  fhe  much  has  err’d, 

’Tis  owing  more  to  Fate  than  to  her  will : 

Haft,  Bring  Lucinda  to  me  ere  I dye  ? 

I feign  wou’d  blefs  you  with  my  lateft  breath, 

The  only  bufinefs  I have  left  to  do. 

Fir.  How  fhali  I leave  you  in  your  laft  of  Life, 

Or  bear  the  killing  Mellage  to  my  Love. 

Jop.  This  fhape  to  know  thy  Innocence  I took. 

Too  long  I us’d  it,  tho’  ’twas  fit  that  Thou 

Shoud’ft  take  that  life  which  thou  hadft  made  lb  wretched  : 

Yetfaithlelsand  ungrateful  as  thou  art, 

Believe  not,  I had  liv’d  when  thou  wert  gone, 

In  this  difguile,  I had  reveng’d  our  wrongs. 

But  Heav’n  in  pity,  fav’d  my  hands  from  Blood. 

Iff  a.  Wa’ft  not  enough  to  hearken  to  his  Foe, 

And  take  the  Curft  Adulterer  to  his  Bed  ? 

Was  this  too  little  for  my  Soul  to  bear  ? 

Why  elfe  was  Murder  added  to  the  weight  ? [Offers  to  run 
Save  me  ! Oh  fave  me,  whither  I was  flying  / [at  Jopano  and 
The  riling  Furies  pulh  me  from  his  Arms  [he  (l arts  back. 
Where  fafety  dwells,  and  all  without  is  Hell. 

J #p.  Her  madnefs  is  not  were  her  forrovv  feign’d. 

And  I incieale  the  Tempeft  I fhould  calm, 

G 2 Iffa, 
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Iff  it.  Murder  my  Husband  and  abufe  his  Bed  ? 

Oh  Horror  ! ’tis  not  to  be  born Away, 

Stand  off,  your  Daggers  fhall  not  force  me  to’t  — 

I fwear  I’ll  tell  your  Wile—  ; I dare  not  truft  you, 

My  Husband  will  be  angry  ; Oh  my  Head  / [ , 

Break,  Break  my  Brain  and  let  me  ever  rave, 

For  in  thele  racking  Intervals  of  fenfe  .• 

Remembrance  worfe  than  tVadnefs  tares  my  Soul ; 

fop.  Oh  Iffamenea  ! What  hail  thou  been  doing  ? 

Say,  has  not  Fate  been  bufie  here  before  P 
Forgive  my  Anger,  ’twas  the  firft  and  laft 
Which  thou  haft  heard,  or  ere  wilt  here  from  me : 

Iff  a.  Forgive  / that  word  in  Death  wou’d  bring  me  life  j. 

Oh  wondrous  Goodnefs ! eanft  thou  ask  of  me 
Forgivenefs  ? me  by  whom  thofe  wounds  were  made. 

Who  fold  thy  Honour  -r  fora  Villain  left  thee. 

And  lives  to  tell  thee  this,  and  fee  thee  Dye  : 

But  long  I fhall  not  breath  this  loathfome  Air, 

The  friendly  draught  is  mingling  with  my  Blood, 

I feel  it  now,  ’tis  going  to  my  heart  : 

Death  the  laft  refuge  of  defpair  approaches, 

And  fweet  Oblivion  then  will  end  my  woe. 

fop.  Who  now  can  doubt  her  Penitence  fincere  ? 

More  had  her  mind  coufented  to  this  ill 
She  con’d  not  do,  or  for  her  lelf  or  me. 

Iff  a.  If  I lhou’d  fwear  who  once  have  thus  deceiv’d  thee, 
Woud’ft  thou  believe  I never  had  been  falle, 

If  my  poor  Heart  had  been  as  wife  as  tiue  l 
If  all  had  dealt  as  honeftly  by  me  ! 

As  I to  thee  had  prov’d  a faithful  Wife, 

Till  Hell  to  ruin  me  its  Arts  employ’d  ; 

I know  thou  durft  not,  fhoud’ft  not  truft  thy  Murd’rer, 
jf op.  If  ’twas  to,  me  to  give  the  peace  of  mind, 

So  well  I lov’d  thee  ere  thy  fail  : ev’n  now 
There’s  nothing  I wou’d  think  too  much  to  lave  thee. 
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But  there  are  Pow’rs  ! 

Ves,  there  are  vengeful  Powr’s 
Whom  tears  of  blood  can  ne’re  appeafe  ; who  Cry 
For  Juftice,  Juft  ice  let  ’em  have,  I wait 
Their  utmoft  rage-  they  rack — they  fting — 

They  come — they  come  — I’ll  hide  my  lelf  in  fleep, 

I’ll  dream  of  running  Waters  and  of  Ice 

*Tis  hot,  ’Tis  hot  within 

Luc.  Save  him  ye  Guardians  of  defenceleft  vertue  [Lucinda 
And  help  him  to  revenge  my  dying  Brother  [Ent ers  in  diforder 
Phor. In  vain  thisRuffian  and  that  bale  Importer  [before  the 
Confpir’d  to  rob  me  of  my  Life  and  Love.  [Govern our,  and 

Pray  on ['Virottofghtmg, 

When  Beauty  is  the  purchale  of  the  Field, 

Heav’n  then  is  deaf,  and  gives  the  brave  the  Prize. 

Vir.  No  Traytor,  Heav’n  has  heard  her  Virgin  Pray’r, 
And  for  thy  Hellifh  Crimes  rewards  thee  thus.  [Vir  wounds 
Phor. Curfe  on  a Cowards  fortune, Hoa  my  Guards  ! [him. 
IJfa.  Oh  Jopano  ! I fhall  go  before  thee,  [Phor  falls „ 

To  touch  thee  thus  defil’d  I dare  not  here, 

Yet  in  another  World  our  Souls  may  join 

For  mine  has  never  fin’d  to  thee,Farewel [$« 

fop.  She’s  gone  — the  Poor,  Unfortunate  is  gone, 

I (oon  fhall  follow fure  her  Death  attones 

For  Crimes  which  are  not  fo  to  Her,  if  Sin 
Requires  the  Souls  confent  to  make  it  guilt. 

My  Friend  ! take  all  I have  to  give,  a Sifter 
Dear  to  my  heart  as  She  when  fir  ft  we  Lov’d  ; 

If  ere  your  Stars  conduft  you  hence  to  Spam , 

Or  let  me  ne’re  be  mention’d  : or  . with  Honour, 

Canft  thou  forgive  Lucinda  what  is  part  ? 

If  I had  lov’d  thee  lefs,  I left  had  err’d  ; 

Be  happy  both  as  you  have  feen  me  wretched, 

Luc.  Talk  not  of  Happineft  or  Joy  to  me, 

How  can  I think  of  Joy  when  you  are  gone  : 
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Take,  take  me  with  you.  Oh  he  breaths  his  laft  1 
And  fcarce  had  time  to  bid  a long  Adieu. 

Pbor.  Death  will  look  Glorious,  as  I Liv’d  I Dye, 
And  at  my  Feet  behold  my  bleeding  Fees. 

Off.  Seize  on  Virotto.  [Enter  Officer  and 

V tr.  Hear  me  on  your  Lives, 

If  to  defend  that  Beauty  from  his  Luft, 

Thefe  haplefs  Strangers  from  his  Rage,  my  Life 
AiTaulted  bafely  ; If  for  this  you’d  leize  me, 

I own  the  charge  by  me  the  Tyrant  fell. 

Phor.  Had  I en  joy’d  her,  I had  bkft  my  fall, 
But  from  the  brink  of  Rapture  to  be  flung 
By  one  I loath,  and  leave  her  in  his  Arms, 
Torments  me  worfe  than  all  the  pangs  I feel. 
Off.  Oh  foul  Confeffion  ! 

Phor.  Oh  the  vile  Diffemblcr ! 

Haft  thou  not  often  flatter’d  my  defires, 

And  brought  the  blufhing  Virgin  to  my  Arms  ? 

My  Luft  thou’ft  foftn’d  with  the  name  of  Love  ; 
My  Cruelty  a noble  Vengeance  call’d, 

And  been  the  lewdeft  Inftrument  of  both  ; 

Go tell  the  Senate  this — ’tis  all  which  Fate 

Will  fuffer  me  to  fay. 

Off.  Convey  him  hence 
To  you  as  Admiral,  his  Pow’r  defeends, 

And  Venice . will  we  hope  confirm  her  Choice. 

Vir.  This  to  the  Morning  Councels  we  refer, 
For  other  Cares  too  much  employ  me  now  ; 
From  me  this  Morning  Fair  experts  Relief, 

From  me  my  Murder’d  Friends  a time-  of  forrow  ; 
Oh  Iffamenea  ! we  by  thee  may  learn 
That  Virtue  o’re  the  fear  of  Death  Vi£iorious, 

Will  find  when  Riches  Woe  and  Pleafure  Charms ; 
How  weak  is  humane  Force  by  Heiv’n  forfook, 
The  firft  temptation  The  with  Piide  withftood, 


Guards. 


C Dyes. 


And 
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And  freely  offer’d  for  her  Fame,  her  Blood  ; 

Old,  Fierce  and  Ugly,  She  the  IV*  deny ’d, 

Who  with  Wealth,  Youth  and  Flattery  comply’d. 
So  fatal  ’tis,  to  be  too  often  try’d. 

For  Death  does  not  fo  terrible  appear. 

As  Wealth  is  tempting,  and  as  Love  is  Fair. 
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Spoken  by  Mifs  Porter. 

WHo  worfe  than  Poets  in  their  Tryals  fare , 

There's  no  appealing  if  you  Cajl  'em  here  ; 
And  none  before  you's  Jure  to  gain  his  Caufe , 

For  as  your  humours  change , you  change  your  Laws . 

Nay,  oft  to  be  as  cruel  as  you  cany 
Tou  Damn  the  Caufe  if  you  diflike  the  Man  : 

But  for  fonte  darling  Wit,  like  Molere’j  Fop , 

Tou  cry  ' tis  fne  before  the  Curtain's  up* 

Our  Author  dares  not  to  his  Merit  truft , 

Tet  hopes  you  may  be  kind  and  not  unjuf  y 
To  pleafe  Ambitious , by  the  fair  eft  way, 

Me  tryes  not  her  Intreft , but  his  Play . 

Vain  as  he  is  to  fancy  that  will  doy 
Without  care  [ling  and  engaging  you . 

No  Fattion  flatter'd , and  no  Party  madey 
He  well  may  of  his  fortune  be  afraid . 

For  as  in  bufinefs  to  be  good  and  wifey 
Is  found  a>  mofi uncertain  way  to  vi/e . 

So  in  Apollo’s  Cour>wsthout  a Friend, 

A Mufe  can  little  on  her  felf  depend . 

Exceptions  to  our  Jury  might  we  make 
Perhaps  it  wou'd  not  be  fo  hard  to  take. 

But  whither  by  your  Votes  they  ft  and  or  faUy 
Poor  Poets  are  oblig'd  to  take  you  all . 

When  for  them/elves  they've  any  thing  to  fayy 
Tou  flop  their  mouths  by  telling  'em  you  pay . 

A fiort  and  weighty  Argument , we  owny 
Tet  pray  confider.  Sirs , when  all  is  done, 

'Tea  bard  to  Damn  a Man  for  half  a Crown * 

F I N I S. 


